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Safestalk 


is watching 
you—like, 
ight now 


IMMORTAL STALLION KING GOD III 


IMMORTAL STALLION QUEEN GOD I 
om and Dad Editors 
n response to growing student con- 
ems that the University of Alberta 
ampus has become increasingly 
mnsafe, the Stupid Union's Safewalk 
ervice has just created a new wing of 
heir department. “Safestalk” will pro- 
ide students with protection 24 hours 
day, seven days a week—whether 
hey like it or not. 


“Never came any man, 
he says, to so lost a 
business: the army 
altogether unexercised 
and unprovided of 
all necessaries, the 
horse all cowardly, a 
‘universal affright in all, 
ageneral disaffection 
By tothe king’ service, 
Bh none sensible of his 
dishonour.” 


| DON’T KNOW. | THINK IT WAS 
YOUR DAD OR SOMETHING 


“The service has an opt-in, of 
fourse,” said Safestalk coordinator 
Paul Creeperton, concealed in a tree in 
Quad. “But our mandate is to protect 
students at all hours at all costs. No 
exceptions,” he added as he raised a 
pair of binoculars to his eyes. 

Safestalk boasts over 100 pre- 
creened volunteers who wander 
ound campus making sure their 
harges aren't being harassed or 
alked by any other person or orga- 
hization. So far, students on the U of A 
fampus are enthusiastic about the new 
program. 

“This weird guy keeps following 
me around campus,” said Sherrie 
arson, a second-year earth sciences 
Student. “He’s hiding in trees, around 
orners, and in garbage cans, and he 
eeps looking at me through these 
binoculars, even when he’s only 
ive feet away. And he’s wearing this 
bright yellow jacket, so I'm not sure 
hy he’s even bothering to try and 
be covert.” 

Carson called Campus Security, and 
as told, “Yeah, sure ma'am; stalkers 
in bright yellow jackets. We'll get right 
On that.” 

PLEASE SEE WUV AND WAINBOWS + PAGE 2 


ITCHY PEE 


RAGE AGAINST ALAN This feisty sex-bot fights rising tuition, your mom, and the ubiquitous HIV virus. 


Tuition 
bad, robot 
good: SU 


ROTATING DOG 
Can’t Move On Editor 


After years of failing to have any 
effect whatsoever on skyrocketing 
tuition rates at the Perversity of Old 
Bertha despite their repeated use of 
such time-tested methods as “march- 
ing and waving signs” and “whining 
a lot,” the P of OB Stupid Union has 
thrown up their hands in disgust and 
resorted to hastily building a robot 
they say will, like, make people care, 
probably. 

“[The Exec and I] had just gotten 
back from yet another dumbass pro- 
test at the Leg or downtown or some- 
where, I really don’t recall—and 
once again, surprise fuckin’ surprise, 
nobody cared,” explained SU President 
Moron Fatz. 

“And I mean, that protest had 
everything: signs, facepaint, socially 
conscious activist theatre, singalongs, 
more signs ... seriously, this was 
our ‘A’ material. We figured, if this 
doesn’t completely change everyone's 
minds about education funding in 
Alberta, then nothing will.” 

“But does anyone notice? Of 
course not. It’s just us five out there, 
as usual. Well, us and some hippie- 
ass Getaway reporter, of course. But 
we couldn't even get CJSR out, for 
Christ’s sake. So that was it—we 
got together afterwards and threw 
some ideas around over a few cups 
of fairly-traded organic tea and 
hemp biscotti. That’s when some- 
one mentioned that we should build 
a robot or something like that, and 
I was like, ‘Sure, fuck, whatever,” 
explained Fatz. 

PLEASE SEE VVVT-AVYVT * PAGE 3 


Blatz ‘no Brechtel, according to student survey 


IMMORTAL STALLION KING GOD III 
Predator-filled-with-Grief 

In a recent Stupid Union survey of 
undergraduate students on the effec- 
tiveness of the current SU Executive, 
students overwhelmingly responded 
that President Boring Hatz is “no Fat 
Rechtel.” And this response wasn't 
even an option on the survey. 

“It’s pretty incredible,” said Johnny 
Johnerson, in charge of developing 
and executing the survey. “We inter- 
viewed every single undergradu- 
ate student on campus. All of them. 
And they made one thing abundantly 
clear: Boring Hatz is definitely not Fat 
Rechtel.” 

Fat Rechtel, last year’s SU president, 


was known for his charm, his cha- 
risma, and the dreamiest eyes this 


“But hold, said he, ‘after 
what manner do the 
cavaliers debauch your 
people?’ ‘By preach- 
ing, said the ministers. 
‘Then preach back 
again, said Oliver, and 
so left them to their 
reflections.” 


YAHOO SERIOUS, 
YOUNG EINSTEIN 


side of the known galaxy. Though the 
war he waged against rising tuition 
was as unsuccessful as any other SU 
president in recent memory, Rechtel’s 
piercing gaze was, and apparently still 
is, on the minds of students at the 
Perversity of Old Bertha. 

“Tt’s hard not to notice a difference 
this year,” explained third-year zool- 
ogy student Bennett Gotard, a whim- 
sical smile forming on his face. 

“I mean, Hatz has this sad, mopey 
look in his eyes. Meanwhile, Rechtel 
had these vibrant blue eyes that just 
made your pants melt. Seriously—I 
went through a half a dozen pairs 
of pants last year, and that was just 
because Fat and I had a night class 
together.” : 


Other survey respondents suggested 
ways Hatz could increase his profile in 
spite of his non-sexy-eyed shortcom- 
ings. “Buck up, you sad sack,” some 
students wrote. “Relax, you fat baby,” 
others suggested. 

But the most poignant response 
came” from Hatz’s own mother, 
Virginia Hatz, a.30th-year philoso- 
phy student: “Eat your greens, you 
little bastard. Or there'll be no Cape 
Canaveral for anybody.” 

Though many answers were cryptic 
and nonsensical, former SU President 
Fat Rechtel couldn't be happier with 
the survey results. 

“You know, last year I wasn’t really 
buying into the hype,” said Rechtel. 

PLEASE SEE NOTSEXY ¢ PAGE 2 
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= important thing. 

© But youwon't find 
that in these pages. 
My word, no, you 


tal | From the Jefferson Starchives 


It’s just another Sunday in a tired old street in this city by the bay. But beneath this drab 
facade, with its corporation games and ever-changing corporation names, life is teeming. 
That's because this city was built on a solid foundation of two substances: rock and roll. 
; : “The city’s founders just wanted to dance here,” explained city historian Paul Adamson. 

® belligerent savage. | «they were tired of the knee-deep piles of hoopla, people sinking in their fights, and, of 
Here, you'll find course, too many runaways eating up the night. We built this city on rock n’ roll. Just listen 
nothing but sex, to the radio if you don’t remember. In this city, you won't find a single 
lies, and videotapes. | person counting their money underneath the bar, nor will you be 1 984 


And curried rice. exposed to anyone riding wrecking balls into your guitars.” 


Je 
: ae voudrais 
glee Vous poser une 
question. Me 
pensez-vous suis- 
f vous un visage total 
de secousse? Est-ce 
B que cest ce que vous 
be pensez? Puisque 
vous avez tort.Je suis 
une fleur glorieuse. 
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THE GETAWAY is published by a os 
/ wing organization consisting only of 


large, cigar-smoking men bent on taking 
money from students and, for some 
reason, spending it on newsprint. 


THE GETAWAY is required by 
court order to show you this 
logo. It’s an abstract penis. 


annoyed? 

Comments, concerns, or complaints about the 
Getaway's content or operations should be first sent 
to the Immortal Stallion King God Ill. He will summarily 
ridicule said complaint(s) and show them to all his 
friends. If the Immortal Stallion King God Ill is too rad to 
resolve a complaint—which he most certainly is—it 
may be taken to some other guys who will probably 
laugh at you as well; beyond that, appeal is to the 
non-partisan members of Contestants’ Row on the 
The Price is Right. The person who bids closest without 
going over wins. 


don’t steal my stuff 


All materials appearing in the Getaway are stolen from 
hapless undergrads who walk down HUB mall on the 
wrong side of the hallway. You guys are morons. 


we are so rad 


Opinions expressed in the pages of the Getaway 

are clearly biased. Have you read some of this self- 
indulgent donkey piss? Well don't. It’s a complete waste 
of your time and mine. 


colo-ma-phone 


The Gateway is created using Halo computers, Umax 
PowerLook 1000 Halos, and a Nikon Super Cool Scan 
Halo Halo. Adobe Halo is used for layout. Halo Illustrator 
is used for vector images, while Halo Photoshop is used 
for raster images. Halo Halo is used to create PDF files 
which are burned directly to plates to be mounted 

on the printing press. Text is set ina variety of sizes, 
styles, of Halo! Halo!Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! 
Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! 
Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! 
Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! Halo! 
Halo! Halo! 
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idiots 
Snot C Proletariat, Dim Poopin’, Crawl Blowing, Dike 
Robbertonne, Blonde Lion, Keving, Bike Splinters, Urea 
Stalins, Fatdick Sauce, Mains Gory, Shaved Fairy, Man 
Laser, Hank Stankydank, JR Nahasapeemapetilan, Atkins 
Carefree, Hairy Pubert, Dyke Rotto, Hedgetrimmin’ 
Beggar, Livingin Dung, Boring Lemmings, Peein’ Town, 
Man Gazin’, Messy Whitesauce, Smelly Dodo, Bobbin’ 
Blowcum, Itchy Pee, Vinyl Siding, Givem’ Head, Bicycle 
Poo, Lady Feces, Crayon Poohland, Dick Cheese, 
Messy Peniaus, Maims Peons, Bacon Jackinoff, Shaved 
Salamander, Rotating Dog. 


‘Brechtel, how do you be so sexy?: girls 


NOT SEXY # CONTINUED FROM PAGE 1 

“I mean, sure I have an unusual 
animal magnetism emanating solely 
from my corneas, but I wasn’t con- 
vinced I was as sexy as people said 
I was,” he explained. “But the other 
day I was looking at a picture of 
Boring, and I was all like, “Where’s 
the soul? Where's the love? Where’s 
my pants?’ In the sexy department, 
I've got Hatz in a, sweaty, figure-four 
leg-lock.” 


- “Tomkins, how do you 


be so short?” 
SOME GUY THIS ONE TIME 


“Booya,’ Rechtel added for some 
reason. 

Eyewitness reports said that when 
Hatz read the survey he immediately 
went out and bought a pair.of green 
colour contacts. According to further 
reports, the contacts make him look 
“retarded.” 

“Dude, those contacts are, like, 
totally weak,” said Styler Dinkhole, 
student activities coordinator. “You 
look like a complete knob. Get your- 
self together, already.” 

Hatz was last seen with his head on 
his desk sobbing into a pile of com- 
pleted surveys. 


LAYLONG DONG 


HATZ, HOW DO YOU BE SO VERY VERY SAD? Well, how do ya? Eh? Is it those sad pills you take? Never mind. | love you, 


Buddy, theres totally a guy in a yellow jacket behind you 


WUVANDWAINBOWS + CONTINUEDFROMPACE i 

Other Safestaik clients were a little 
overwhelmed by the thoroughness of 
the program. 

“When I signed up for Safestalk 
I assumed they'd, like, be on call 24 
hours a day or something in case I 
needed them. I wasn’t really expect- 
ing this,” said Cindy Applebaum, 


indicating-the guy perched behind the 
lamp on her bedroom dresser. When 
she acknowledged him directly, he 
grabbed the blanket next to him 
and pulled it over his head, saying 
“Shhhh!” 

“It’s okay!” she yelled at him, a little 
louder than necessary. “I’m at home 
now! My doors are locked! No one’s 


SMELLY DODO 


THEY SEE YOU WHEN YOU’RE SLEEPING ... Hisssssssssssssssssssss. Click. 


going to hurt me here!” 
Only a quiet hissing sound could be 
heard from under the blanket. 


“Or was the temper of 
the army too fierce, 
the dream of the 
republican too vivid, 
the furnace of faction 
too hot?” 
A TERRIBLE WRITER 


“Anyway, it’s getting a little inva- 
sive. I'll, like, have my boyfriend over 
so I'll ask my Safestalker to, leave,” 
Applebaum continued. “He’ll walk out 
my bedroom door and stand there, 
making progressively quieter footsteps 
like he’s leaving, but within a minute 
or so he’s always back, peering around 
the doorframe. Sometimes when I’m 
not looking he'll even crawl on his 
stomach back into the room and hide 


under the bed.” 

Safestalk asks that only the mos 
dedicated of stalkers volunteer for 
them, and in order to assist this dedi- 
cation, they provide their volunteers 
with the newest and best stalking 
equipment available. 

“We're asked to report back to head- 
quarters on these,” explained Safestalk 
volunteer John Anderson, indicating 
his shoes, from which vague sounds 
of static were emanating. Lifting up 
his foot to show me the bottom of his 
right shoe, it became clear that it was 
not a shoe at all, but rather a rotary 
phone disguised to look like a shoe. 

“Check this out,” he added excit- 
edly, pulling his Nalgene water bottle 
from his backpack and extending it 
into something that looked vaguely 
like a telescope. “You can look through 
it and ... shit,’ he muttered as water 
spilled down the front of his jacket. 

Embarrassed, this Getaway reporter 
turned to leave, and was followed bya 
skulking potted plant all the way back 
to the office. 


CAMPUS 
MIMEBEAT - 


Compiled by Shaved Salamander 
(touchit@dad seriously) 


WHITE-FACED, RED-HANDED 

At 11:56am on 3 December, HUB Mall 
employees reported two males stealing 
berets froma gift shop. Campus Security 
apprehended the suspects in a pedway. 
Upon discovering that both individuals 
had lengthy beret-theft-related records, 
constables detained the men in a glass 
box until EPS arrived to arrest them. The 
gift shop went out of business five min- 
utes later. 


THEATRICAL RELEASE 

Campus Security responded to a call 
at Cameron Library at 11:12am on 
1 December, where a_ white-face- 
painted male was spotted gesticulat- 
ing emphatically to several female 
students, apparently simulating sexual 


acts. The individual was arrested by 
officers after a brief chase in which the 
male attempted to escape by pulling 
himself away on an imaginary rope. He 
was detained and later charged with 
pretendsturbation. 


SILENCE REEKS VOLUMES 

A male wearing faded white makeup 
and a stained, stripey shirt was spotted 
sleeping under the bleachers of the Clare 
Drake Arena on 29 November at 3:12pm. 
When Campus 5-0 questioned the man, 
he refused to talk, instead proceeding to 
rub his stomach, turn his pockets inside 
out and trace a tear down the side of his 
face. He was subsequently trespassed 
from campus, at which time he placed 
his hands over his heart and made a dra- 
matic breaking motion. 


ALL QUIET ON THE LISTER FRONT 

On 28 November at 2:20am, constables 
discovered an underage student pre- 
tending to have alcohol poisoning inside 
an imaginary washroom in Lister Hall. 
The man had pretended to vomit and 


urinate on himself, resulting in officers 
pretending to issue hima$115 summons 
for failing to have a busker’s license. 


DON’T TALK TO THE HAND 

On 3 December at 4:09pm, a student 
auxiliary officer reported that a trio of 
“French-looking” males were harass- 
ing students outside of the Fine Arts 
Building. According to the officer, the 
suspects approached strangers and 
proceeded to confront them with both 
jazz-hands and spirit-fingers. The sus- 
pects had stealthily escaped by the time 
constables arrived. Also, there were prob- 
ably around five laptops stolen, since 
students can’t seem to get enough of 
leaving their really expensive shit unat- 
tended. Hey, pack it up and take it with 
you, jackass! Your computer's not made 
of poison, is it? Well, mine isn’t. Anyhow. 


WHOHAS SEEN THE WIND? 

On 6 December at approximately 
5:17pm, Campus Security received com- 
plaints of two unidentified males in black 
skin-tight suits bothering passersby. 


Officers arrived at the scene to discover 
the pair pretending to struggle to walk 
into an unusually high wind, only to be 
blown back, skidding comically on thei 
heels and making frustrated: “saddy- 
saddy” faces. Campus 5-0 responded 
with extreme but justified force. 


TIME TO BUST A MIME 

On 4 December at 3:46pm, Campus 
Security got word of a white-faced ind: 
vidual who was jogging briskly down the 
sidewalk by St Joseph’s College whil 
pretending to turn the steering wheeldf 
an imaginary car. The man was bumping 
into passing students and making angly 
gestures while feigning the motions 
necessary to honk a car horn. 

After being punched by a student 
the man began “driving” faster and 
more erractically, until he eventu: 
ally smashed into a lightpost. He then 
attempted to flee the scene in an imag: 
inary canoe, but was hit by the numbel 
four bus to Capilano. Campus Securit) 
reminds everyone that canoes are not 
allowed in the bus loop. 
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OOZE 


STWEETAHS 


compiled and photographed 


shaved Salamander and =U 
reLittlest Hobo 


. ly balls, your mouth. 
Jes? 


Roland Autopsy 
Sad Studies II 


That's a tough one. If it means lower 
tuition, | say go for it! My mouth is a 
playground, so let that sweaty skin-bag 
loose while | gargle you to climax. Sweet 


merciful ballsack—hallelujah! | also think 


the Board of Governors needs to be 


more accountable. 


Gene, Gene, the 
Fart Machine 
Atmospheric 

Science | 


[think it’s too early to say. Would you 
be knocking my teeth out first? | guess 


ifthat’s a gun in your hand | don't really 


have a say, now do |? 


m ~Cecelia Barndoor 
Arts IX 


You don’t mean soccer balls, do you? | 
mean, definitely a half-dozen ping-pong 
balls, probably a pool ball or two, and 
possibly a lacrosse ball, but not a soccer 
ball. No way. Funny story, though: one 
time | accidentally swallowed a ben-wah 


ball. thought it was a walnut. 


prem = ZachdelaRocha 
' Rage IV 


Fuck you, | won’t do what you tell me; fuck 
you, | won't do what you tell me; fuck you, 


|won't do what you tell me. Dah na-na- 


Na-na-na ... dah na-na-na-na-na... 


UofA prez stares at expired 
can of peas, reflects on his life 


ROTATING DOG 
Suckered into Helping 


Shoppers unlucky enough to be behind 
outgoing U of A President God Laser at 
the “nine items or less” checkout line at 
the Garneau Safeway this Saturday were 
forced to shift their weight impatiently 
and roll their eyes in exasperation as 
Laser spent an inordinate amount of 
time staring at a can of expired peas, 
according to eyewitnesses. 

According to shoppers present at 
the time of the incident, the soon- 
to-be-retired Laser was at the regis- 
ter unloading his purchases from his 
basket when he came upon a can of 
Green Giant peas. Upon noticing that 
the can was, in fact, due to expire that 
day, witnesses state that Laser’s careful 
movements slowly ground to a stop 
and his face was overcome with a dis- 
tant, plaintive look that seemed to cast 
its gaze far beyond the can of peas that 
he rolled idly in his hand. 


“From the point of 
a modern’s carnal 
reasoning all this has 
a thoroughly sophistic 
flavour, and it leaves 
a doubt of its actual 
weight in Oliver's own 
mind at the moment.” 

WOOOOOOOOOO!H!N HH 


“Huh,” he exclaimed quietly, run- 


ning his thumb absently over a spot 
on the label where an air bubble was 
trapped between the glossy paper and 
the metal underneath. “This can of 
peas is expiring today.” 

When the cashier asked Laser if he 
would like her to hold the line while 
he went and chose a new, fresher can 
of peas, Laser was unresponsive, lost 
in his contemplation of the can. 

“You know, if I had bought this 
can of peas yesterday, or last week, or 
a even a month ago, I wouldn't have 
given it a second glance. I would have 


just taken it home, put it in my pantry 
next to all the other cans of peas, and 
it would still be there today, expired, 
without my ever suspecting that any- 
thing was wrong,” Laser mumbled 
to no one in particular as the line 
grew behind him. “It would have 
just sat there quietly until it was no 
longer useful. Until its contents finally 
expired.” 

“And I would have gone about my 
business as usual, unaware, until one 
day when I wanted a can of peas for 
lunch or something and then I would 
have found it, dead, without ever 
having really served its intended pur- 
pose,” he*continued with an almost 
hypnotic cadence. “I wonder what it 
would feel like to be this can of peas, 
sitting there, hoping that someone 
will realize your true potential before 
your time on this earth is over?” 

At this point, the person directly 
behind Laser in the line reportedly 
exclaimed that Laser should “just buy 
the fucking gay-ass peas” before the 
unnamed shopper crammed “this 
two-litre bottle of Sprite down [his] 
fucking ass.” The urgency of the 
shopper's request proved enough to 
snap Laser out of his philosophical 
musings; Laser flinched slightly, and a 
hush fell over the assembling crowd as 
Laser slowly raised his head. Laser then 
lightly placed the can of peas down on 
the scanner just in front of the stunned 
cashier and turned to face the shop- 
per. With intense deliberation, Laser 
inhaled noisily, raised his hands to 
grasp the shopper's jacket collar and 


Ken Jennings of JEOPARDY! fame 
will be an H&R FLOCK client for life. 


“Because after taxes and tithing, 
there won't be much left.” 


H&R FLOCK® 
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VILLAGES 


proceeded to let out a long, pain- | 


ful shriek. Witnesses could not make 
out if Laser was actually screaming a 
phrase or even a single word; rather, 
he simply let loose a high, cracking 
screech until he began to pass out. 
Laser then slumped sideways, hitting 
his head on the corner of the cashier's 
conveyor i ead crumpling to the 
floor. Laser Was treated for minor inju- 
ries at the U of A hospital and released 
the same day. 

Safeway officials report that the can 
of peas was thrown away in accordance 
with Canadian health regulations. 


SU robot can transform into 
slightly more broken robot! 


VVVEVVVT ¢ CONTINUED FROM PAGE 1 

That someone, apparently, was SU 
VP (External) Mansex Prude. “Well, 
you know, Fatz-just looked so pathetic 
and defeated, I just felt like I had to 
come up with something,” explained 
Prude. “So I just threw out the idea of 


| building some kind of robot that hates 


tuition and would all walk around, 
you know, hating it.” : 

“Of course, it was a completely 
retarded suggestion, but one thing 
led to another, and five days later, we, 
uh ... have a robot that hates tuition. 
And is named Alan,” sighed Prude. “I 
just wish we'd have spent a little more 
time on him. As far as robots go, Alan 
kinda sucks shit.” 

Hastily constructed out of material 
readily available from the recycling 
bins located in SUB's loading docks, 
Alan the Tuition-Hating Robot is com- 
posed primarily of a cardboard/pack- 
ing tape/smelly marker composite and 
features articulated cardboard arms 
and a healthy dislike for things related 
to tuition and those responsible for 
raising tuition. As well, Alan appears 
to not be a robot at all, but rather a 
man—or perhaps a_ scary-looking 
hobo—wearing a bunch of garbage 
who has license to swear at people. 

When questioned about Alan’s 


actual robot-ness, Fatz was non-com- 
mital. “Well, I suppose that depends 
on what you mean when you say 
‘robot,” he said. “If you think of a 
robot as something that’s full of gears 
and wires and computer chips, then 
well, no, Alan’s not a robot. But if you 
consider a robot to be anything that 
kind of looks like a robot and says 
things in a robot-like voice and walks 
around all ‘vvvvt-vvvvvt-vvvt, then 
we're getting somewhere.” 

“Tn fact, not only is Alan a robot, 
he’s also a Transformer, in that if you 
ask him to, he can transform into a 
slightly more broken robot. It’s pretty 
cool, really,” added Fatz, who then 
paused for an awkward length of time 
before excusing himself suddenly. 

As for Alan's actual effectiveness as 
a tool for fighting tuition hikes, SU 
VP (Student Life) Dunkin’ Donuts 
seemed optimistic. “To be honest, I 
haven't really seen him do anything yet 
besides steal pens from the front desk 
and sleep in my office. And he reeks of 
gin. But, you know, I'm staying posi- 
tive; If Alan factors into the death of 
even one University exec member and 
that somehow makes tuition go down, 
then it'll all be worth it. Also, he should 
make that ‘vvt-vvvt’ sound while he 
does it. He's really good at that.” 
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Take Back the Night ralliers told, ‘no refunds’ 


PRISTINE OVUM 
Manging Editard 


After years of holding Take Back the 
Night rallies, local feminists finally 
decided to be less ambiguous about 
their aims and take direct action this 
past weekend. 

Asa result, a group of activists could 
be seen marching down Whyte Avenue 
on Saturday with the night in what 
looked like an old Safeway bag. They 
proceeded to enter Le Chateau and 
demand the cashier take it back. 

Unfortunately, the group of women 
had long ago lost the receipt for the 


night, which was purchased in a fit of 


self-indulgence several years earlier. As 
well, Le Chateau has a store policy of 
not allowing customers to return items 
that were purchased more than six 
weeks previous. 

When the cashier refused to allow 
the activists to return the night, several 
women grew upset. 

“What do you mean you won't take it 
back? We bought it as a gift, but it didn’t 
fit,” Joan Anderson, one of the women 
present, tried to explain. “I don't see 
why it should matter how long ago we 
bought it if it was never even worn.” 

The cashier apologized but explained 
that he would need to see the receipt 
before he could refund the women’s 


ITCHY PEE 


purchase. When no receipt could be 
presented, he said there was no way he 
could provide them with a full refund. 

“What about an exchange?” asked 
activist Sarah Carson, to a chorus of 
excitement as the women speculated as 
to what garish jewelry or angora hats 
would best replace the night. 

Sadly, the cashier couldn't offer 
them an exchange either, as the six- 
week window had long expired. This 
news upset several of the women fur- 
ther, prompting them to bombard the 
cashier with accusations regarding the 
quality of Le Chateau’s products, par- 
ticularly the night in question. 

“Tm not surprised you won't take 
this back—I’d be ashamed of it too,” 
said Carson in disgust. “I could get a 
way better night at any other store. I 
mean, come on—the night's supposed 
to be the coolest part of the day, but this 
piece of crap was just kind of boring. 
After the bars closed at 2am there was 
really nothing to do, and it tended to 
get kind of chilly. Plus the buses don’t 
run, which a total hassle.” 

At this point the cashier grew defen- 
sive, speculating that the women hated 
the night so much because they were 
fat and it didn’t look good on them. 

This further enraged Carson, and she 
demanded to see his manager. When 
the manager explained his employee 
was simply following store policy and 
there was nothing either of them could 
do, they left the store, defeated. 

The frustrations of the day's events 
prompted Carson to hand the night to 
the first needy-looking group of people 
she saw, saying, “Maybe you'll enjoy 
this more than we did.” 

Unfortunately for the women, the 
group happened to be a pack of wan- 
dering rapists, who did indeed enjoy 
the night far more than the women for 
years to come. 


Blatz makes jerk-off motion 
towards Legislature 


IMMORTAL STALLION KING GOD III 
Predator-filled-with-Grief 


In a surprising move last week, Stupid 
Union President Boring Hatz made 
a jerking-off motion towards the 
Alberta Legislature. 

The gesture, which was prompted 
by a comment from Doctor Claw, 
SU vice-president (operations & 
finance), constituted Hatz’s some- 
what clenched fist being waved back 
and forth in a motion perpendicular 
to his body. According to eyewitness 
reports, Hatz appeared despondent 
while performing this action, obvi- 
ously deriving no pleasure from his 
crass gesture. 

“T just asked Boring whether or not 
he'd been able to arrange a meeting 
with Premier Alf Cryin’ yet to talk 
about postsecondary funding,” Claw 
explained. “And Boring got this sour 
look on his face and started doing this 
jerk-off motion. I mean, he didn’t even 
answer me.” 

Claw proceeded to leave Hatz’s office 
to solicit Vice-President (Academic) 
Pisa Shoppin’ for a hug. Shoppin’ just 
backed away slowly and closed her 
office door. 

“Claw’s been a bit of a creep lately,” 
Shoppin’ explained. “He keeps coming 
by my office and asking me if I’m 
‘happy.’ Of course I’m not happy, you 
little twerp! I have to sit on a bazillion 
boring committees when all I want 
to do is go to Goth Night at New City 
Suburbs.” 

Shoppin’ could not, however, pin- 
point the origins of Hatz’s despon- 
dency and his subsequent crude 
gesticulation. 


“I don't know—amaybe Boring’s just 
being a baby. He has this tendency 
to mope a lot when he doesn't get 
his way. And with this whole tuition 
thing being ignored for the ump- 
teenth year, he’s gonna be a fat baby 
for at least another five or six months.” 
said Shoppin’. 

VP (Student Life) Dunkin’ Donuts 
couldn't figure out why Hatz was s9 
upset either. 

“Have you been to our Tuesday night 
moyie nights at SUB stage? What about 
any variety of shows the SU brings to 
campus? You should really be getting 
more involved with student life, guy,” 
Donuts suggested as he waved a pair of 
pom-poms and did cartwheels around 
the Stupid Union Building’s relaxation 
space. 

VP (External) Mansex Prude had 
slightly more insight into why Hatz 
was depressed. 

“Well, think about it: there was 
that whole Fest for Knowledge thing 
that didn’t go over too well; when we 
pulled that stunt where we invoiced 
the provincial government [for the 
total debt of postsecondary students 
in Alberta] we ended up meeting with 
some PR girl who was younger than 
we were, not the premier; and the 
whole march to the legislature thing 
was more of a casual stroll,” Prude 
said. “You'd feel like a dinkwallet too 
if none of your ideas ever worked.” 

As of press time, Hatz was refusing 
to comment. Instead, he raised his 
fist towards a Getaway reporter and 
slowly extended his middle finger. 
A single tear then rolled down his 
cheek. 
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University Debate Club attempts, .~ ~~~ 


fails to agree on appetizer a i SE 


(RAVE HAIRY 
conceit Editor “aie aia a tc 
[ast Sunday’s monthly Debate Club “Eat n’ Greet” 
once again ended prematurely, as for the third 
consecutive month, attendees were unable to 
settle on a satisfactory appetizer. 

The evening started smoothly, with members 
able to agree on the venue—the local Chili’s 
Texas Grill—dquite readily, and drink orders pro- 
ceeded easily. Problems began to arise, however, 
when the group began discussing the merits of 
the Cactus Jack stuffed potato skins versus Chili's 
famous barbeque riblets. 

“If I may address my honourable opponent, I 
must clarify that not all persons at this table enjoy 
potato skins, and therefore paying the exorbi- 
tant price ‘of $8.95 is a waste of both time and 
precious financial resources,” commented club 
treasurer Jen Praduce before taking a sip of her 
strawberry margarita. 

“Furthermore, according to the advertise- 
ments, Chili's produces delicious babyback ribs, 
and thus it would be a disservice to the group in 
question if the house specialty was not ordered,” 
she added. 

“If I may rebut,” said president Jonathan Lions, 
‘I believe that my honourable opponent has 
missed something crucial. In making her sugges- 
tion, Ms Praduce has forgotten to account for the 
vegetarian element. Pardon the assessment, but it 
seems unfair to expect the consumption of meat 
from those who maintain a moral opposition.” 

“My honourable opponent raises an interesting 
point,” replied Praduce. “However, he has failed 
to acknowledge that bacon bits, a meat product, 
are included in his preferred option, thus omit- 
ting this selection as well if a vegetarian option is 
to be pursued.” 

At this point, secretary Stephen Knudson 
seemed to second Praduce’s riblet motion by 
thythmically saying, “I want my babyback, baby- 
back, babyback, babyrack ribs,” at which point he 
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was reminded by moderator Graham Thomson 
to “follow Robert's Rules.” 

“The bacon bits are artificial, Jennifer,” offered 
Lions. 

“It says ‘real bacon bits’ right here,” snapped 
Praduce, pointing at the upheld menu with a look 
Lions later described as “snotty.” 

Tension seemed to escalate after Lions mut- 
tered something unintelligible, at which point 
Knudson suggested “an appetizer platter, or, like, 
the ‘Quesadilla Thrilla, mispronouncing it as 
“kay-sa-DILL-a.” 

The concept of an appetizer platter seemed to 
appease all parties, until that pompous third-year 
year guy with the hair pointed out that he didn’t 
even want an appetizer, and he wasn't “going to pay 
two bucks so the rest of you can eat hot wings.” 

Suggestions followed that they simply not make 
him pay fora portion of the platter, but events were 
complicated further when vice-president Heather 
Jones also pulled out of paying for the combina- 
tion of Four of Your Favourite Chili’s Starters. 

“I was only going in on it because I thought 
we all were,” said Jones. “I’m not going to eat 
the ribs or the wings due to my aforementioned 
vegetarianism, and frankly I feel the wide range 
of desserts offered would be a better choice for all 
of us. For instance, the Lone Star brownie is ...” 

“Sorry, Heather, but that’s time,” interjected 
Thomson, looking at his watch. 

Lions then raised concerns that the platter 
would be “too much food for four people,” and 
suggested they “just skip the appetizer and go 
straight to an entrée.” 

Praduce agreed, noting, “Yes, it is always 
smarter to take the easy way out and never actu- 
ally deal with anything, isn’t it Jonathan?” 

Lions’ official response was censored by 
Thomson, who pointed out that “such language 
has no place in civilized discourse.” Thomson 
then asked for closing remarks and the bill for 
the drinks, declaring, “It’s been 20 minutes, and 
I have things to do later.” 
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Left-wing hippie 
whines about 
something or other 


At FIRST, I WAS REALLY excited when I heard about 
the fact that there were puppies in the world. So 
excited, in fact, I had to kick up my hemp sandal- 
wearing heels, pour myself a delicious soy-milk chai 
latté made from fair-trade tea leaves and eat a big 
heaping plate of mashed tofutatoes while reading my 
own personal copy of Pravda until my head exploded 
in a left-wing orgasm of sheer liberal delight. 

But then I got to thinking: if there are puppies in 
the world, won't they die? I mean, really, everything 
else that’s alive dies, so if those cute little fuzzy pup- 
pies are alive right now, then one day they might die. 
I don’t know about you, but I think the idea that pup- 
pies might die is pretty sad. 

It breaks my heart to think that those sad widdle 
puppies might get killed by bees, or hit by a truck, or 
be stomped to death by the cold hard boot of justice 
that is Robocop, or starve to death in a cold cell 
because our stupid right-wing conservative govern- 
ment won't give proper funding to the SPCA. It just 
makes me so sad, I just want to cry into my hemp 
blanket made by old Peruvian women that I bought in 
an effort to combat global capitalism. 

Look, something has to be done about the plight 
of puppies in this society. Maybe we could organize 
a large rally, writing catchy slogans on signs made of 
recycled paper, or stand up on a picnic table and shout 
really loudly in non-offensive way. 

If something isn’t done soon, these puppies are 
going to die. I don’t think my sensitive, vegan heart 
could stand it. All of Mother Earth’s creatures are 
equal; I don’t eat cows, or chickens, or dolphins 
because they're people just like me, and just like those 
puppies. I think my heart would shatter into a bajil- 
lion pieces, one for each of those dying puppies who * 
need our love and cuddles. I'd be left in an existential 
holocaust of self-loathing—I wouldn't be able to 
weave flowers into my hair or anything! 

Maybe if we all started voting NDP, or thinking 
only happy thoughts about soy-based ice cream and 
clovers, puppies would stop dying. Or at the very 
least, when they did die, everyone on Earth would get 
a candy cane, or maybe some universal healthcare or . 
something else that would make everyone happy. 

At least that way, the death of puppies would be 
tempered by all the joy their death would bring. Of 
course, that could be a bad thing, too, because then 
people might just start killing puppies to be happy, 
and that’s not good either. I think if people killed 
puppies just to be happy, I'd probably be sad. But I'd 
also be happy, because dying puppies would make us 
all happy. This is confusing. 

Look, the point is, puppies are cute, and they 
shouldn't die. Unless, somehow, people are made 
happier when they die. Except that people shouldn't 
be happy when puppies die, because that’s sad. I’m 
going to go drink some all-natural rain water and 
masturbate with a copy of the Communist Manifesto 
or something until I figure this out. 


WAILIN’ CRAWDAD 
Nude Editard 
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Aconcrete poem 


SHE-RA COLONOSCOPY 
T&A Editard 
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Minor factual errors 
make me stiff 


| would like to thank the Getaway 
for ranking me fifth in its recent fea- 
ture titled “Top Ten All-Time Worst 
Edmontonians” (18 November). | will 
most certainly save the clipping. 
However, | do take issue with some 
of the phrases used to describe me, 
specifically “Steve Smith is a human 
piece of cat shit.” 

While | readily admit that | was 
indeed working as a double agent 
for the Calgary Flames at the time 
of my “accidental” own goal in 1986, 
and that my only aim in life is to ruin 
the lives of Edmonton sports fans, | 
humbly submit that, in a family pub- 
lication like the Getaway, “human 
piece of cat shit” is just a tad crude. 
Other than that, though, thanks for 
a fantastic feature, and | hope that 
the next time a list is compiled that | 
will rank higher than Robert Noce. 


STEVE SMITH 
Eek mab at 


Ergo, Egon is clearly the 
greatest Ghostbuster 


While | certainly appreciate that 
your columnist Spam Letter was 
only trying to be funny by using the 
phrase “Steve Smith loves duct tape” 
(18 November) in last week’s edito- 
rial, | feel it necessary to make a small 
clarification. Red Green, the char- 
acter which | play on the television 
program The New Red Green Show, 
does indeed love duct tape, but 
it.is important to remember that 
Red Green is a fictional character. |, 
Steve Smith, am merely the actor 
who portrays him, and while | cer- 
tainly have no aversion to the use of 
duct tape, | think that this blurring 
of the lines between actors and the 
characters which they portray war- 
ranted comment. 


STEVE SMITH 
The New Red Green Show 


Porkchop sandwiches! 


Justa quickcomment onyourrecent 
T&A feature “Journey: The Only 
Band that Mattered” (18 November) 
by Lame Boring. At one point Boring 
notes that “things quickly went 
downhill after the departure of 
original drummer Steve Smith, who 
vanished in 1986.” | actually left the 
band in 1985, shortly after finishing 
the “Escape” tour but before the 
recording of “Raised on Radio” in 
1985. 

Also, | was not the original drum- 
mer for Journey; | replaced Aynsley 
Dumbar, who left the group to join 
Jefferson Starship in 1981.In case any 
of your readers were wondering, | 
have not “vanished” but am currently 
touring with my jazz-fusion group 
“Steve Smith and Vital Information.” 
Please make a note of it. 


STEVE SMITH 


Drummer, Journey, 1981-85 


Clearly, I have a lot of 
time on my hands 


It is always a pleasure to be men- 
tioned in the pages of the Getaway, 
as | was in last week’s sports point- 
counterpoint (“When will Leduc 
get an NBA franchise?” by Crave 
Hairy, 18 November), but | would be 
remiss if | did not point out a slight 
inaccuracy 

While | did indeed once score 
seven three pointers in a quarter, 
| am not the only NBA player to 
have done so: both John Roche and 
Henry James have also achieved 
that somewhat esoteric feat. Please 
have Mr Hairy check his facts more 
thoroughly next time. 


_ STEVE SMITH 
Charlotte Bobcats 


The one cockring to rule 
them all 


“Open your mouth Gamling,” the 
king commanded, his voice was 
throaty and deep. An evil gleam 
appeared in Theoden’s eyes as 
he rammed his member into the 
throat of the worthless bag of bones 


before him. Still, his anger and plea- 
sure grew; he would not be easily 
satisfied, his needs must be met. 

Theoden watched as his so-called 
first-in-command succumbed so 
easily, the weakness was disgusting. 
He hated him for it, would destroy 
him for it. The retching and gagging 
infuriated him beyond reason; and 
he thrust harder into his throat. His 
intent was to make him suffer and 
he was enjoying it. The bluing of the 
skin and the rolling of his eyes pre- 
ceded the ultimate sin. Gamling had 
moved from his ordered position 
and lay prostrate on the floor. 

Theoden screamed in rage, his 
passion had been nearing an apex 
when his servant passed out. He 
knew his rage was in control and 
for once he cared not. For too long 
had Gamling taken for granted his 
position with the King and now he 
would pay. He knelt between his 
thighs and loosened the armour. 
He reached under and untied the 
breeches of the one before him. 
Though he had gone unconscious, 
Gamling’s member had remained 
semi-erect; the king grabbed it and 
twisted in a rage. 


PIOTR JACKOFF 
__Glamdring V 


My penis has a first 
name, it's B-O-B-B-Y 


Your article on the plight of out-of- 
province students (“Saskatchewan 
can eat my sack,” 12 November) 
was, quite simply, one of the most 
baseless and insensitive articles 
put in print since Johannes Kepler 
crawled out of the primordial ooze 
and invented the printing press 
some three billion years ago. 

|, personally, cannot believe that 
any organization devoted to the 
ideals of late-night eats and clean 
underwear would find it in their 
hearts to print such trash, and 


subsequently demand the resigna- . 


tion of Spaniel Lazer, the produce 
editard and Sasquatch look-alike 
who's always standing outside my 
window masturbating and yelling 
about kerning. 

In conclusion, fuck you and every- 
thing you stand for, you hate-spew- 


ing, Holocaust-denying, _ terribly 
attractive and yet, at the same time, 
utterly repulsive human beings. You 
disgust both me anda good portion 
of my dog. 


ARCHBISHOP PIUS GAMECUBE 
Haloll 


Ilove my pants 


As a cheerleader, | find the Getaway 
entirely offensive. To neglect to 
comment on our inherent pro- 
miscuity is like, sooo neglecting an 
entire aspect of the cheerleader 
persona. When we aren't not per 
forming at football games and 
“fundraising,” me and my cheer pals 
can be found flat on our backs with 
legs spread-eagle, and that’s just an 
appetizer. 

Cheerleaders. invented _ the 
peanut-butter handjob, and no one 
does it better than so-called “cheer- 
tards.” For dessert we are like, com- 
pletely committed to executing the 
DP Hail Mary with four or even five 
sexual partners at one time, and 
totally satisfying them in one orgas- 
mic orgy of sooo totally orgasmic 
proportions. Like, duh. 


JANICE BANICE BOBANICE 
Husky Cheerleader 

Annoying whiners should drop 
dead at room 3-04 of the Stupid 
Onion Building, or e-mail their favov- 
rite recipes to oldminion@getaw4 
oldbertha.rad. 

The Getaway reserves the right to 
edit letters to make them more sexy 
libelistic, or otherwise hot in natule 
and to rip your intestines out of your 
abdomen and wear them aroundlike 
a pretty, frilly scarf, We also have tte 
right to be maniacs, maniacs on the 
floor, dancing like we've never dancet 
before. 

Letters to the editard should bes 
long as you feel like, because we lo 
to read 3000-word treatises on real) 
boring things no one cares abotl. 
like how your cat died or something 
Letters should also include yoll 
name, phone number, home addres 
and a detailed description of twe 
Lord of the Rings characters having 
sex. Touch it. Right now. 
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Oui, mon penis est vraiment puissant 


CRAZED C 
HAIRY 


While walking on campus the other 
day I happened to see a unicorn. It was 
eating the few leaves left on the plants, 
and rooting around in the earth with 
its horn. My walking companion, upon 
seeing such an unusual sight, squealed 
with delight. I bet you would have too. 
Because unicorns are a pretty big deal. 

At least that’s the impression you'd 
get from the way certain people acted. 
Now I’m not saying it wasn’t interest- 
ing—it was worth noticing, in a way. 
But what we all need to do is take a 
step back and realize that unicorns 
are just horses with horns on their 
heads. In fact, that’s probably exactly 
what it was. Ergo a little perspective is 
needed, and maybe a calm phone call 
to the zoology department. 

On top of this, unicorns are proba- 
bly the stupidest looking things on the 
planet (except maybe the cyborg mon- 
strosity that is—was—Christopher 
Reeve). Sure, they're elegant or majes- 
tic or something, but the fact remains 
that they were probably bred by a 
lonely little man with a severe case of 
penis envy. And while we're on the 
topic, regular horses and ponies are 
pretty stupid, too. They're probably 
only still around because bad parents 
with too much money buy them for 
their spoiled and ugly children. How 


“The sailors, by contrast, seem immune to such drives. 
They never answer to sexual instincts, although they. 
live with erotic temptation all around them. During 
this lovemaking, the assistant stands perfectly 
still and erect; then, he appears in a succession of 
different, elaborate military uniforms.” 


-many people like ponies? How many 


people like ugly children? I would 
assume the answer to both of these 
questions is “none.” 

Anyway, after the unicorn sighting, 
the sun broke through the clouds and 
the temperature shot up to a balmy 
25C°. Flowers sprouted all around 
us, again causing my walking com- 
panion to titter giddily and clap his 
hands. While, I suppose, things like 
warmth and sunshine and clouds and 
flowers are nice and all, they're hardly 
new, and hardly news. And even if 
they were, I most likely wouldn't be 
affected. 

Rounding off this somewhat tired 
and clichéd scene was a rainbow. Let's 
face it: as far as dazzling light displays 
go, nature's offerings are pretty lame. 
The equivalent of popping a balloon 
in the middle of a fireworks display, 
really. Don’t get me wrong here, 
though. It’s not that I hate rainbows; 
it’s just that I think nature’s precious 
resources and my precious time could 
be better spent on other things. Like 
brooding over the fact that the ugly 
are still allowed to reproduce. Surely 
something can be done. 

And speaking of the need for action, 
while in HUB we were accosted by 
a Salvation Army “volunteer” (skim- 


ming off the top, no doubt) soliciting 
donations to help the needy. Perhaps 
the needy should have foreseen this 
situation before they dropped out of 
high school. But more to the point, 
perhaps HUB security or Campus 5-0 
should consider moving these people 
to another area, like hobos from prime 
shopping areas. Seriously. 

In any case, when we were nearing 
SUB, a pair of CSIS agents accompanied 
by a riot squad arrested my walking 
partner for expressing anti-govern- 
ment sentiments. Startling as it was at 
the time, I can’t say it wasn’t deserved. 
If you speak out against the big wheels 
in the Canadian government, this is 
what you can expect. Hell, I’m just 
surprised they didn’t come sooner. 

Freedom is overrated anyway. Now, 
I'm not saying that freedom is nec- 
essarily bad—no, no. It has lots of 
things going for it. It’s just that the 
world would probably be a less irritat- 
ing place if certain things, and certain 
people, were quietly removed. And 
when you really think about it, people 
don’t use their “freedoms” anyways. 
When’s the last time you protested in 
the streets? Exactly. The world could 
use the loss of a few freedoms. In any 
case, I still have mine, ergo I’m not 
obligated to care. 


Ich habe eine grosse Aufrichtung in meinen Hosen 
You gotta fight! Uh UH! For your right! UH! To PAAAAAAAAAARTYMNINL1! 


SNOT C 
PROLETARIAT 


High above the streets of Gotham 
City, Batman lurks like an impending 
financial collapse, keeping the city 
safe from common street thugs and 
nefarious villains like the Joker. But 
one joker he can’t save Gotham from 
is that company that puts the Wal- 
Mart in the phrase “You better believe 
Im complaining about Wal-Mart 
again”: Wal-Mart. And you know 
why? Because they're the most evil 
corporation since John D Rockefeller 
dropped his trousers and shat in the 
face of Theodore Roosevelt, that’s 
why! 

This time, Wal-Mart has decided to 
put one of their soul-sucking stores 
tight on the edge of a normal, faceless 
suburban town. A suburban town! Is 
nothing sacred to these purveyors of 
crap? Probably not, fuckface, so don’t 
even try answering that question. _ 

Oh, and if you think, for some 
teason, that Wal-Mart coming into 
Some completely benign suburban 
paradise isn’t worthy of at least 500 
Words of complaining, then clearly 
ty goatee and quizzically raised eye- 
brow have no effect on your sheer 
levels of idiocy. Wal-Mart is the most 
evil entity in the world. In fact, they’re 
the very embodiment of evil! In fact, I 
bet Wal-Mart is raping your mom and 
killing your dog as we speak! In fact, 
Tbet I can say “in fact” about three 
‘more times before I finally find a real 
point! 

Look, Wal-Mart isn’t just raping and 


pillaging our suburban heritage— 
they're destroying the very fabric our 
entire reality is based on. It’s like they 
fired up one big, giant destroy-every- 
thing machine and set it loose across 
the land. And do you think this would 
be an opportune moment for a rhetor- 
ical question? Because I sure do. 


It took him a while to 
find a comfortable way 


of carrying the Klingon 
biosample replicator, 
but it was gratifying. 


I also think it would be an oppor- 
tune moment to finally stand up to 
this over-inflated mega-corporation 
of crapulence that is my ego. I mean, 
Wal-Mart. Because really, this has 
been going on for far too long. They 
sit around, or whatever ‘it is a corpo- 
ration as evil as Wal-Mart does that’s 
the equivalent of sitting, and destroy 
one boring suburban community 
after another, and does anyone stand 
up and tell them to take their two-bit 
chain and go to hell? Obviously from 


my outraged tone the answer is no. 

Tired, lame:clichés aside, the simple 
fact is that I, Snot C Proletariat, dis- 
like Wal-Mart. And because I, Snot C 
Proletariat, dislike Wal-Mart, clearly 
you should too. Really, how much 
facial hair does a man have to grow 
before he realizes that Wal-Mart 
deserves to be shot? Shot and killed. 
Shot and killed and then buried, but 
then dug up to make room for a new 
chain of department stores. Because 
that would be poetic justice. And I 
know a thing or two about poetic jus- 
tice—I was once put on trial for man- 
slaughter by the collected works of 
Henry Wordsworth Longfellow. 

But the point is, Wal-Mart isn’t that 
bad. I mean, really, we could use a 
few more corporations willing to 
drink the blood of babies for higher 
profits. I bet you're confused now. 
Well, you should be, because those 
last sentences were clearly sarcastic. I 
truly am a master of sarcastic wit, just 
as Wal-Mart is a master of destroying 
our society. 

Look, people: Wal-Mart needs to be 
stopped. And we can't rely on a cer- 
tain caped crusader to stop it—he's got 
other Jokers to deal with. 


ShavedSalamander’s |) TEN 


StarTrek captains 

10. That shitty chick captain 

9 Jesus 

8 Wesley's Mom 

7 What’s his name Sulu 

6 Han Solo 

5 Khaaa aaaaa aaaa aaan! III! 
4 Leonard Nimoy 

3. Jean-Luc Picard 

2 Jean-Paul Sartre br 
1 James Fucking T Fucking Kirk ni 
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Name Brand Clothing 
at Fantastic Prices 


*o@e@oeGOGOoeOOoOGRHOGHCHHEEEEHESEAHREHAHBEHEE & GB 


Mens & Ladies 
Including Plus Sizes 


9090-51 Avenue ° 432-2000 


Show your student card and receive 25% OFF 
all regular priced items any day of the week 


$101,900 — $231,900 


Extensively renovated, Tower on the Park provides you 
with a fresh perspective on downtown living. 


Immerse yourself in all that Tower on 
the Park has to offer: 


« Magnificent views of the River Valley or the 
Legislative Grounds 


» Easy access to «Walking trails 
eoLRT 


»«U of A, Kinsmen Centre, Old Strathcona 
and the Legislative Grounds 


« 1&2 bedroom suites 

« Exceptional interior finishes - 
» 5 new appliances 

» Guest suite 

« Underground parking 


taweronthepark.ca 


tuesday, 88 cocktober, 2004 


EDMONTON'S WILDEST HALL PARTY. 
EVERY THURSDAY, FRIDAY AND SATURDAY. 


ARGYLL AND 99 ST. unionhall.ca 


ld 


THIS FIRE IS OUT OF CONTROL I’m gonna burn this city, burn this city down. 


PHOTO ILLUSTRATION: 1 HAVETO PEE 


Dont call yourself smarter 
than me—youre not 


DIM C 
POOPIN’ 


Gleefully, it has: come time to rankle 
the back of your neck again. In fact, 
the only thing that pleases me more 
than partaking in just how tightly 
your sphincters will spasm in recep- 
tion to my controversial verbiage is 
flaunting my. vastly superior intellect 
to you unwashed, plebéian masses. 

Perhaps you consider yourself an 
intellectual. Perhaps you think you 
have the market cornered on pomp- 
ous, overblown verbal theatrics con- 
descendingly proselytized to the 
pedantic proletariat. Please. I can lov- 
ingly fondle my considerable verbal 
phallus in a way that could make you 
weep like a babe freshly plucked from 
a mother’s distended uterus. 

Beyond my verbose loquaciousness, 
of course, is my veritable reservoir of 
haughty intellectual concepts. You, 
like many others among the fool- 
hardy herd in our supposedly intelli- 
gent institution, simply do not have as 
firm a grasp on ideas as my vice-like, 
crushing comprehension of all there is 
to know. Truly, such levels of under- 
standing have not been present on this 
fine planet we call Gaia since celebrated 
astronomer Carl Sagan composed that 
fine compendium of knowledge you 
normal individuals have termed “the 
encyclopedia.” 

The secrets of my vastly superior 
intellect are as varied as the alleles of a 
’ vastly non-homogenous, multi-species 
phylum of fastidious monocarpellary 
disputatious superannuation. Truly. 

A betting man might attribute it to 
my utter refusal to even think in the 
monosyllabic poppycock expressed 
regularly by the starry-eyed purveyors 
of senselessness that inhabit this mali- 
ciously unkempt municipality. But 
that. Is only part. Of it. 

To claim that the entirety of my 
exceptional, overly noteworthy brain- 


power is evidenced only by the simple 
fact that I am more effusive than a sim- 
plistic buffoon such as yourself would 
ignore my penchant for the beautiful 
flower that is the enlightening poten- 
tial of marijuana. Though some of you 
less intelligent than myself may find an 
immediate warm, liquid sensation in 
your pantaloons at the mere thought of 
the “wacky weed,” I can assure you that 
no less an authority than myself consid- 
ers it an endowment from the gods on 
high that none of you should put your 
misplaced, foolish faith in. Yes. 


Zoltan stood frozen 
for another moment, 
watching—then he 
looked for his mount. 


One might also point to the verita- 
ble forest of follicle foliage protruding 
from my weak, womanish torso as the 
source of my intellectual might. While 
it certainly cannot be argued that an 
extremely hirsute figure is necessary 
for an intellectual prowess as adept as 
a fastidious conservative at a gathering 
of transitory bituminous decrepitated 
peristaltic vavasours, it is readily appat- 
ent that it contributes to my heightened 
awareness of the interconnected fabric 
of reality surrounding us all like a dew- 
speckled arachnid’s web glistening in 
the ever-present sunlight. Verily. 

- Obviously, though, one can nevel 
really isolate the exact reason I make 
each of you pitiable, ungainly philis- 
tines look like the mental equivalent 
of a fen-sucked dew belly. The only 
thing that we can truly, ontologically 
know, in the strict moral neo-fascist 
restrictions applied by haughty intel 
lectuals such as myself, is that I truly 
make each and every one of you look 
despicably pathetic by comparisol. 
Despicably. Pathetic. 

So, please, before you write in 0 
reveal your complete and utter igno 
rance of everything, remember, fot 
but a single, squalid second, that I am 
truly your superior. Intellectually, and 
generally. 


OQ PANDAS! 
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HANK STANKYDANK 
lady who writes about sports 


The Golden Bears volleyball team was 
juming heads in two straight-set wins 
st weekend—not only with their 
«ills on the court, but with their five- 
inch-long hotpants. 

The boys staged. a protest against 
what they consider. “puritan” Canada 
West uniform regulations, sacrificing 
apoint at the beginning of each match 
against the Saskatchewan Huskies by 
wearing hotpants and nipple tassles. 

Conference rules require that players 
wear jerseys and loose, knee-length, 
unflattering bottoms, but opposi- 
tim is widespread among teams. 
Questions have been raised as to 
whether this flowing material hinders 
movement, the level of protection it 
offers against floor burns when diving 
during games, and the level to which 
it obscures the ass. After Saturday’s 
match, some Golden Bears were going 
so far as to label the rules “sexist.” 

“Why should only the girls get to 
beso sexy?” asked Bears power hitter 
Jock Davidian. “We work every bit as 
hard as they do, and we've got buns 
and thighs every bit as hard, so why 
can't we display our delicious, saucy 
hindquarters as much as they do?” 
Though they're being penalized 


a point in each match, Bears players 
insisted that they have no intention of 
ending their protest, and in fact sug- 
gested that they may have an advan- 
tage over the competition. 


“Tm Tony Clifton. Pm 
doin’ Dinah! Lemme 
in. ... You idiot, don’t 
you recognize me? 
I'm the International 
Singing Sensation, 
Tony Clifton. Im deeply 
insulted. Lemme in... 
I don't have to put up 
with this shit!” 
TONY CLIFTON, 
INTERNATIONAL SINGING SENSATION 


“T think it gives us a real edge,” said 
libero J-Wo. “Not only is the fabric 
smooth, lightweight, and_ flexible, 
which really helps when we're dig- 


ging, but wearing it makes my legs 


look fabulous.” 

“Oh yeah, my legs could always 
look longer!” agreed right side Salad 
Moonies. “These little spankypants 
provide a combination of comfort 


Volleyball Bears don tight 


spandex, show off their junk 


sexy men protest ‘oppressive regulations by doffing shorts, adding tassles 


and fit, preventing bagging and sag- 


‘ ging during important games. I really 


think it’s letting us show off our whole 
package.” 

As for the advantages of nipple 
tassles, veteran middle Leonard Cartel 
explained that “they're just for fun.” 

Bears head coach Ferry Candyluck 
insisted that he’s 100 per cent behind 
his protesting players, who unani- 
mously agreed to take the controver- 
sial action, despite the penalties that 
have resulted. 

“Te never seen anything like it,” he 
said. “The guys are more comfortable 
knowing that they can dig without 
pain, and it’s showing. Saskatchewan's 
the second-best team in the country, 
but we knew we could beat them, and 
we just went out and rubbed our talent, 
and our testicles, in their faces.” 

With a ten-match unbeaten streak 
and a hot new look, the Bears say their 
confidence is at unprecedented levels 
heading into the playoff stretch run. 

“We're pretty much the hottest team 
in the conference,” said Cartel. “With 
the help-of these shorts, I really think 
we can go all the way.” 

The protest will continue this week- 
end when the Bears host the Calgary 
Dinos twice, Both matches sold out 
minutes after the spandex-clad players 
hit the court last weekend. 


YOU CANNOT DENY THE AWESOME POWER OF THE JUNK Seriously, that’s 


just amazing. | can’t turn away, and neither can you. Don’t try to deny it. These 
Golden Bears simply have incredible packages to go along with their volleyball 
skills, and we should all be thankful for that. 


FAKE MUTTON 
Spirits Editard 


Despite missing their bus to 
Iethbridge, the Golden Bears hockey 
team solidified their first-place posi- 
tion by scoring convincing victories 
in both scheduled games against the 
Pronghorns last weekend. 

The Pronghorns (0-ridiculous-0) 
had a six-man power play for most of 
both games due to their opponents’ 
absence, but were unable to capitalize, 
scoring only once on Friday in a 6—1 
loss, and twice in a 9-2 defeat Saturday 
night. The results broke a 91-game 
shutout streak for the Bears (obscene- 
0-0), but still served to further solidify 
their grasp on the top ranking in CIS, 
which historians believe they've held 
since 1903. 


put me in a headlock. 
Go ahead, I won't stop 


” 


you. 


JERRY “THE KING” LAWLER, 
KING OF MEMPHIS WRESTLING 


—— 


“It's really satisfying to be able to 
Come away with two wins in circum- 
stances like these,” said Bears defen- 
Seman and captain Maven McLown, 
who was credited with four goals and 
three assists on the weekend, which 
he spent visiting family and getting 
caught up on homework. “But being 
Scored against is never something 
We're happy with. It leaves us won- 
dering what might have been had we 


actually made it to the arena.” 

Lethbridge had some success on 
face-offs, winning 64 per cent of 
the draws, but otherwise struggled 
throughout the weekend series, often 
unable to complete passes or move 
the puck into the Alberta zone. Their 
frustration began to lead them to the 
penalty box en masse, particularly 
in Saturday's game, when they took 
twelve penalties, mostly for unsports- 
manlike conduct or too many men on 
the ice. 

“Because we've had as much success 
as we've had, I think teams sometimes 
get a little intimidated against us, and 
that certainly worked to our advantage 
this weekend,” said Bears head coach 
Rib Balm. “We're not entirely happy 
with the way the games went, but it’s 
heartening to see that we can win even 
when we don’t play well. Or at all.” 


HIGHWAY TO HELL, BY WHICH I MEAN LETHBRIDGE They missed their bus! 


Hockey Bears miss bus to Lethbridge, win twice 


Sitting helplessly at home, team allows first three goals of the millenium 


ANDRA P 


While he admitted that he was 
unaware of any other team in hockey 
history losing to an absent opponent, 
Pronghorns head coach Pill Beaters 
insisted that there was a silver lining 
to his team’s performance. 

“Yes, the Bears obviously had a bit of 
bad fortune, but that’s part of hockey,” 
said Beaters. “In the end, you still have 
to capitalize on opportunities, and the 
fact is that these were the closest games 
we've ever had against Alberta, and 
that’s something we can be proud of.” 

“If we can get over the intimidation 
of playing Alberta and get the kinds of 
breaks we got this weekend, I really 
believe that we could beat that team. 
Or at least stay within a couple goals. 
Then we could build off that and, in a 
few years, maybe even get to the point 
where we could challenge them even 
when they show up to the arena.” 


Football team no longer 
performing at cheer events 


JR NAHASAPEEMAPETILON 
Section Hore 


Fans of tight padded pants, sweaty guys 
and the sound of helmet-on-helmet 
hits will be disappointed this year as 
the Golden Bears football team won't 
be performing at any of the Perversity 
of Alberta Cheer Team’s competitions. 

While they've appeared at cheer 
competitions in the past, a dispute 
over funding, time commitments and 
the tightness of their pants is keeping 
the Bears from continuing that prac- 
tice this year. These are problems that 
aren't going to change, according to 
Bears Coach Scary Kneeson. 

“There's a lot of sexism around 
football, and I think it hurts the sport, 
and on a more personal level, I think 
it hurts the guys on the team,” said 
Kneeson. “But regardless, we'll go out 
there and give it our best. I think it’s 
just a matter of giving 110 per cent and 
capitalizing on our opportunities.” 

Receiving funding is critical for 
the football team, as they claim the 
expenses are massive to pay for their 
chic uniforms and the travel to their 
own events. These games are major 
events on the football calendar and 
have managed to attract a cult follow- 
ing in recent years. 

“It’s embarrassing when we can't go 
play at the cheerleading meets because 
we have to sell candy door-to-door, 
pose in the nude or rob liquor stores 
just so we can buy bus tickets to travel 
and play another club,” said Darnell 
Fish, who plays quarterback, one of 
the most important positions on a 
football team, for the Bears. 


The absence of footballers has not 
gone unnoticed by the team they had 
been there to support, according to 
all-star right pom-pom Cindy Sugars. 

“We all really miss the guys, 
because they brought a lot of energy 
to the competitions and made us feel 
more ‘big league,” said Sugars. “Plus 
without them on the sidelines now, 
all we have to look at are the thou- 
sands of cheering, screaming fans in 
the crowd, and though they love us, 
they're really not that attractive.” 

Asked to comment on the con- 
troversy, assistant athletics director 
Mickey MacTag burst into a prolonged 
and uncontrollable fit of laughter. 
After taking a time-out to compose 
his thoughts, he managed to provide 
a comment. 

“Supporting a football team is the 
most absurd idea I’ve ever heard. If we 
start giving money to football, the next 
thing you know we've got ‘sports’ like 
basketball or wrestling knocking on 
our door,” he said, using his fingers to 
make air quotes as he spoke. “Where 
would it end?” 

“Football gets a bad rap and little 
respect, but we're legitimate athletes 
and we have our dignity,” said Fish. 
“Now do you want to buy a choco- 
late bar and help us go take a bite out 
of Calgary?” The Getaway politely 
declined. 

While they won't be appearing at 
any cheer events, the football team 
will still manage to keep busy: they 
often host or travel to football compe- 
titions, and in fact were good enough 
to place second in western Canada last 
season. 


10) _ REGINA SUCKS! 
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STUDENT TRAVEL 


BUY LOW 
FLY HIGH 


The world's largest student travel 
company is now in Calgary! 


Great Student Airfares 


London 


Paris 
New 


Miami 

San Francisco 
Mexico City 
Vancouver 


$622 
$639 
$458 
$525 
$252 
$437 
$202 


York 


Beach Vacations 


Puerto Plata 
Mazatlan 
Costa Rica 


Subject to change and availability. Hotel accommodations are 
based on double occupancy. Taxes and other applicable fees 


are not included. Fares are roundtrip from Calgary. 


(800) 777.0112. 


$898 
$698 
$1118 


BSZVTRAVEL 


}www.statravel.ca | 


ANYWHERE BUT 


HERE FITNESS 


<% Small classes, led by small children 
wa It's fucking beachside! What else do you want? 


Call 444-BRRR for locations and information 


FLEXIBLE 


mu Grant 
MacEwan 
College 


SCHEDULE® 


Learning. 


‘UNIVERSITY COURSES 


WITH A DIFFERENCE 


Are you a full-time student 
with a timetable conflict? 


Are you a part-time student 
with a busy schedule? 


Are you an independent, self- 
motivated learner with good 
time management skills? 


Courses in Anthropology, 
English, Psychology, Sociology 
and others start this January, 
February, March or May. 


Visit www.MacEwan.ca/cml 


www.MacEwan.ca 


Hockey Pandas coach goes insane 


Delicious Collins-Pie may be a Canadian national team member, but she’s not 
a Panda anymore after Homer Caper dropped the axe on half his roster 


FAKE MUTTON 
Panda Hater 


The defending champion Pandas 


_ hockey team was decimated yester- 
| day, only two days after stretching 
| their record unbeaten streak to 4366 
| games, when irate head coach Homer 


Caper cut half of his roster. 

Caper cited “a need to shake things 
up” as the main reason behind his sur- 
prise axings, whose victims included 
once-key players such as forwards 
Tristyn Lagg and Taryn Podonski, the 
second- and third-top scorers in the 
conference, and defenseperson Chill 
Chimiller, the top-scoring blueliner. 

“The cuts are the easiest part of any 
coach’s job,” said Draper. “I wasn’t 
able to cut everyone I wanted to, but I 
have cut a lot of people. Tarin Fjord is 
cut. Tarinberry is cut. Ken Gernalaken, 
she’s gone. Delicious Collins-Pie, I like 
her hustle. That’s why it was so hard 
to cut her.” 


“When the special was 
complete we proudly 
handed it over to ABC, 
sat back, and waited 
for a time slot in the 
near future.” 

BOB ZMUDA 


Caper dismissed suggestions that 
the roster moves might be excessive 
given that the team is in the midst of a 
decade-long winning streak. 

“We can’t be complacent just 
because we're on a bit of a hot streak,” 
said Caper, whose team hasn’t won a 
game by fewer than nine goals since 
September 1998. “We need to be at 
our best, and some players just weren't 
giving it everything they had. I needed 


to send a message to the players, and 
hopefully those who are still around 
have gotten that message.” 

“If they haven't, I'm fully prepared 
to send a stronger one,” he added 
cryptically, refusing to elaborate. 

In one of the most shocking ele- 
ments of yesterday's wave of cuts, both 
of the Pandas’ goaltenders—Andoria 
Thompson and Jolly Carleton—were 
among the players released. Caper 
admitted that the move was unortho- 
dox, but suggested that he was pre- 
pared to play the rest of the season 
without goaltenders if necessary. 

“They only have a pair of hat 
tricks each this season, so they just 
weren't pulling their weight,” Caper 
explained. “And maybe if we don't 
have a goaltender back there, the 
remaining girls will finally start to get 
their act together when it comes to 
moving the puck out of the defensive 
zone.” 

As a result of the smaller roster, all- 
star forward Danielle Proletariat will be 
expected to play 60 minutes per game 
for the remainder of the year, possibly 


MAN BONG 
BUT I LIKE HER! Homer Caper drops the axe, which looks a lot like a = pen, 


giving her a chance to improve on her 
current averages of eleven goals and 
eight assists per game. 

“Some people say forwards can't 
play the entire game, but I've always 
stepped up to Homer’s challenges in 
the past,” said My Cousin Danielle, 
periodically looking over her shoulder, 
“Tt’s no different from when we went 
through a rash of injuries last year, or 
from the time he set that orphanage 
on fire and I had to save all the kids.” 

“T know it’s asking a lot of her, but 
I'm confident she'll be able to step up 
to the challenge,” said Caper. “And if 
she doesn’t, she’d better watch out, 
because there’s no room on this team 
for slackers.” 

None of the former Pandas were 
available for comment at press time. 
Remaining Panda Lindy McAlps, who 
spoke on condition of anonymity, told 
the Getaway that she believed their 
unavailability may have had something 
to do with the arrival in Edmonton 
of Saskatchewan Huskies head coach 
Donned-a Rayban with a giant trea- 
sure chest full of gold doubloons. 


SPORTS SHORTS? 
We Wear Sports Shorts! 

They're short sports shorts. We like 
sports shorts! Who wears sports shorts? 
We wear sports shorts! 

Rugby 

Members of the Pandas rugby team 


were spotted wandering aimlessly 
around campus yesterday, still in shock 


| after their semi-final loss at October's 


CIS championship in Halifax. Rookie 
hooker Rebecca Lock was leading a 
group of first-year players back and forth 
between Quad and the Powerplant, 
mumbling something about being 
ripped off. Meanwhile, fullback Maria 
Gallo, who had been with the Pandas 
for all five of their national champion- 
ships in their first five years of existence, 
was standing in the Main Gym, staring 
wistfully at a spot just to the right of the 
team’s 2003 championship banner. 


Women’s Basketball 


Pandas head coach Trix Baker was visibly 
dejected yesterday morning, two days 
after herteamlost 79~39 tothe Brandon 
Bobcats, when the toast she had with 
her breakfast “just didn’t finish.” The 
two slices of bread had gotten off to a 
solid start in the toasting process, but 
slowed down near the end and were still 
quite soft and only slightly brown when 
the toaster popped. Upon seeing the 


semi-toasted bread, Baker dropped her 
head and sighed audibly. 

She also attempted to have a bowl of 
Corn Pops; however, she could only shrug 
in frustration when a mere 33,7 per cent 
of the Pops she poured made it into the 
bowl. Baker's son then attempted to 
cheer her up by offering her a dessert 
of apple turnover, at which point she 
placed her head on the table and began 
to softly sob. 


Hockey 


On 26 November with 2:35 left in the 
third period, officers.on the scene of 
a charity hockey game at Clare Drake 
Arena between Campus Security con- 
stables. and Lister Centre residents 
observed suspicious behaviour among 
various members of the Lister team. 
The players were swerving around the 
ice, wearing masks and carrying weap- 
ons. The constables halted the game 
and placed numerous members of the 
Lister team under arrest, citing various 
infractions, including disorderly con- 
duct, assaulting a peace officer, and 
public intoxication. When Lister players 
resisted and began skating away, the 
5-0 bench cleared, leading to a brawl 
between the two teams. After 5-0 called 
in additional officers, the Lister team 
was eventually subdued and trespassed 
from the ice. Several team members 
are facing charges under the Code of 
Student Behaviour. 

Also with 2:35 left in the period on 
26 November, the Clare Drake Arena 
announcer called to report that the 
Lister team had scored to take a 3-2 
lead in the game. Campus Security is 


investigating, but believes that the two 
incidents are unrelated. 


Butter =Bad 


The Perversity of Old Bertha athletics 
department announced yesterday that, 
thankstoaretoolingofthe Butterdomes 
recipe, the facility will soon have 50 per 
cent less trans fat. 

With the help of a $12.4 million dollar 
federal grant, officials said, the new 
recipe will allow the building to retain 
its characteristic colour, texture and 
odour, but with approximately 75 bit 
lion fewer grams of trans fats. Official 
expressed hope that the move would 
help cut back on the increasing number 
of heart attacks among athletes at the 
Perversity. 

As of press time, the Perversity had 
not made a decision as to whether to 
change the building’s name to reflect its 
new, healthier status. If the name is tobe 
changed, “Margarinedome”isconsidered 
the most likely choice for a new moniker, 
with “Bananadome” and “Bigbirddome’ 
also possibilities. “Urinedome” and 
“Jaundicedome,” despite proving poplr 
lar in an unscientific Getaway poll, were 
rejected as options. 


Swimming 


The Golden Bears and Pandas will appar 
ently send some swimmers to a tourne 
ment somewhere in eastern Canada thi 
weekend. No one bothered to tell the 
Getaway who's going, or exactly where 
or what the meet is, but we're mention 
ing it anyway since we had a few lines t® 
fill. 
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‘Life Expectancy 


Average life expectancy in England, by region and gender 
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Sleep Time 


Quantifying the accuracy of sleep 


Mean Values 


Aclual Time (per Thread Counh} in mSecs 


Requested’ Zero 
Time | Threads; One 
0; 0.014) 145.096 
1, 4464 7.363 
2 4784) 7.766 
4, §200' 13.130 
6 9484 13062 
10; 12.438; 19.030 
20; 20.934) 29.134 
40, 41126 46.883 
60; 60.622) 69,015 
100; 100.576, 108.096. 
200: 202.400; 206.395 
400) 400.711) 407.763 
600; 600.712) 605.119 


Two. 
(18.777 
13.844 
14.836 
18.119 
16.329 
20.106 
32.760 
51.268 
73.200 
410,702 
212.414 
407 555: 
612.623 


Three | Four 
110.915; 107.266 
20.890 22.654 
18.763: 26.937 
21.260; 33.739 
30.164; 28.653 
ASI; 48.272 
40.116; 44.668 
57.632 54.985 
72.813, 70.634 
109.605; 117.586 
207,094, 222.936 
448.664; 413.045 
604.114, 624.012 


1000; 100.005 /1007.770  1008.890 1005.210) 1024.612 


Standard Deviations: 


Actual Time (per Thread Count) in mSecs 


Requested: Zero 
Time | Threads; One 
0.004, 45.090, 
1514 14.025 
12.888 
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Three | Four 
42.645, 44585 
27,733; 15.537 
10.491; 39,035 
13.612) 19.403 
44.910; 31.452 

9.272; 3.888 
23.030 25.734 
8.934 45.589 
19.175; 19.282: 
45.490; 18.7714 
19.768, 20.300) 
20.089) 19.354 
10.920; 19.898 
7.850; 15775 


Five 
113.003 
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32.735 
30.573 
35.020 
44.083 
54,066 
54.702 
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114.680: 
204.970 
407 376 
644,420 
1004 523 
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JosephdeRotman,School of Management 


il 3 Miniversity of Toronts, 


Rotman.MMPA 


Great minds for great business 


Master of Management & Professional Accounting 


* Designed primarily for non-business undergraduates 
¢ For careers in Management, Finance and Accounting 
« Extremely high co-op and permanent placement 


To learn more about the Rotman MMPA Program, 
please visit our website: 


www.rotman.utoronto.ca/mmpa 


rizes, dancing and 
revelry until the wee a 
hours of the morning. co 


For free tickets or to 

be on the guest list 

please call Globe at 426-7111 

or email: globetapbar@telus.net 
10045-109St 


sparklekittieprincess_4evr_69@hotmail.com + tuesday, 7 December, 2004 is the day] sleep ‘til 3pm, sucka 


SOCIAL 
DANCE 


The King Tut 


fis LESSON 4. The King Tut 
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in. Knees out. 


Ready to Float. 


The Pop 


LESSON 5. The Pop 
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Pop hands and leg. 
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Pop wrist and shoulders. 


Pop everything you can. 


Pop Chest. 


The Headspin 


LESSON 19. The Headspin 


Hotel, motel, Holiday Inn! 


Circumcize Me makes the cut 


“Cockumentary” proves yet again that the pen is mightier than the sword—er, scalpel. Filler!!!!1] 


Circumcize Me 
Directed by Organ Skincock 
Starring Organ Skincock and 
Rabbi Richard Briski 
NowPlaying 


CHIA “PET” COFFINS 
VP (Tards & After Dinner Mints} 


Why are Americans so interested in cock? Two 
words: foreskin. Okay, that’s just one word, sort 
of compounded together so that it sounds like 
two words. But yeah, there's still a point to be 
had here. Like, what would happen if you hap- 
pened to cut off your foreskin? Well, um, that 
would be called circumcision. But what if you 
were to happen to cut off that foreskin over the 
course of an entire month? In his documentary 
Circumsize Me, first-time filmmaker Organ 
Skincock does just that, embarking on what is 
the most perilously asshat-stupid journey of his 
young life. 


“T took it all for granted, but 
how was I to know that you'd 
be letting go. Now it cuts like a 
knife, but it feels alright. It cuts 
like a knife, but it feels alright. 
Nah nah nah nahnah naaaah 
nah naah ooh ooh.” 


Documenting the blood continually issuing 
from his opened scab-encrusted pants over an 
excruciating 30 days, Circumsize Me follows 
Skincock as he treks across the US interviewing a 
variety of experts, all the while having his fore- 
skin very slowly sliced through with a big shiny 
knife. In between the eye-opening interviews 
and Skincock’s own extended shrieks and wails 
of pain, the film is a physical and emotional 
metamorphosis that will make you think twice 
about putting incredibly sharp metal things 
through your nerve-dense fleshy bits. 

Skincock’s poor girlfriend agrees to stand 
with him through the ordeal only because, 
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as 


when the documentarian describes the proj- 
ect to her through a stuffed-up nose, she hears 
Circumscribe Me. The Canadian lass grew up 
watching National Film Board documentaries, 
which may explain why she thinks drawing a 
circle around a guy is a fine idea for a movie. 
Skincock’s subsequent dink-bleeding adven- 
tures are consequently a bit of a surprise, but her 
screaming fits as the filmmaker stains the bed- 
sheets red do lead to a shift in the menstruation 
paradigm. 

Skincock is accompanied on his great experi- 
ment by mohel Rabbi Briski—a salty vet of the 
profession who becomes Skincock’s shoulder to 
bleed-on during the course of the circumcision, 
coaching Skincock’s genitalia to make it through 
the ordeal by teaching him helpful tricks of the 
trade such as how to trap the blood in his lower 
extremities by clenching his ass. 

But even with Briski’s crotchety wisdom, 
Skincock finds the ordeal, well, about as painful 
as having your dink being slowly cut with a scal- 
pel. In one heartwarming scene, Skincock caves 
in to the pain and endless bloodshed, and breaks 
down in a hail of vomit and the usual dink-blood 
in the parking lot of his family doctor. Mind 
you, this emotionally revealing sequence occurs 
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STEVEN SPIELBERG 
THAT IS DEFINITELY NOT AN OVERSIZED CITRUS FRUIT Squeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeceeececeee! 


maybe two minutes in, setting the pattern for the 
rest of the film. 

Somewhere in among the cutting and the 
screaming and the bleeding, Skincock manages to 
check in with some real live medical experts—to 
check up on his slowly worsening condition and 
to provide commentary on the American fasci- 
nation with the dehoodified member. By day 14 
of his bris, Skincock’s doctor discovers that not 
only has Skincock’s penis been horribly muti- 
lated—and it’s possibly at risk of gangrene—but 
that he’s gained 50 pounds, sweats canola oil and 
his liver has been turned to human foie gras. 

The discovery is perhaps the most revealing 
example of the unforeseen physical dangers of 
protracted penile modification—well, outside of 
that scene where Skincock tries, in a suicidal fit, 
to wrestle the scalpel from Briski’s skilled hands 
and towards his trembling wrists. 

At three hours, the director’s cut of this film 
is quite a bit longer than Skincock’s bleeding 
member, but the eye-opening nature of his phal- 
lic modification makes it breeze by like a sharp- 
ened scalpel across the glans penis. It’s a poignant 
emotional journey that’s sure to leave you crying 
like a baby. A baby that just had part of its dink 
arbitrarily snipped off. 


| want to 


Midget Bones’Diary 2: 

The Quickening 

Directed by Cecil B DeMille 

Starring Rainy Bedwetter, Colon Birth 
and Huge Pants 

NowPlaying 


UREA STALINS 
Junior V ice-President 


Entering Silver City for the press screening of 
Midget Bones’ Diary 2: The Quickening this past 
Wednesday afternoon, two things were imme- 
diately apparent: first, regardless of sex, creed, or 
panty size, Midget Bones fans love their fully-fig- 
ured heroine’s romanticomic pratfalls; second, 
the overpriced popcorn they were hocking at the 
concession stand is totally too salty, and it will 
probably make me gain, like, at least a pound. 

Oh! I totally forget to tell you about what hap- 
pened on the way to the theatre! Anyway, so I 
was on the number four bus trying to get to the 
movie with Brian. We've been seeing each other 
for a few weeks now, on and off. He’s pretty 
cute—big green eyes, curly brown hair, ass that 
won't quit—and I think he’s really into me, too. 
Fingers crossed he'll ask me to the floor formal 
this winter! 

So we thought we were definitely—tlike defi- 
nitely—going to miss the movie, and then we 
(Brian and me—he’s really hot) totally made it 


ave your GAP babies 


to the movie on time after all—and even had 
enough time to watch the dragon show (fuck, 
that robot dragon is radder than monogrammed 
purses. Ooh! I need to buy one of those—maybe 
I'll get Brian to buy me one for our two-month 
anniversary) and to get the popcorn and shit. 


The guy you like thinks of you 
as a “sister.” How do you get 
him to think of you differently? 
(A) Start dressing the way you 
think he'd like. (B) Send hima 
note telling him how you feel. 
(C) Wait and hope he notices 
you. 


Dude, that stuffis expensive—it’s a good thing 
the review ticket was free. Of course, it’s not like 
I actually paid for the popcorn; Brian bought it. 
What a sweetie bear. One day I’m going to hump 
him. 

Oh yeah, there was a lot of humping in the 
movie. We—Brian and I—teally liked those 
parts. Brian also liked the part where Midget 
is, like, embarrassed about something and then 
her boyfriend is like “Don’t be embarrassed, 
Midget, I love you no matter how swollen your 
bottom is.” (They were totally British, so they 


totally actually said bottom instead of ass!) That’ 
really sensitive of him. I wonder ifthe'll buy me 
a corsage for the floor formal—we're going to 
the Moose Factory, you know, that really glam- 
orous place near the industrial park. I hear they 
have, like, good steak, but I should probably just 
have salad or something—I like, barely fit-into 
my grad dress AS IS! 

Brian had a lot of things to say about the movie, 
like how he thought it really sucked, but that the 
chick who played Midget was really hot for a fa 
ho (he’s sooooooo understanding—I know he'd 
still think I was hot if I was fat). 

He had a lot of really cool stuff to say about 
the movie so I’m going to try and get his name 
in the paper, too. You know, maybe with likea 
funny little nickname like B-Dawg. That woul 
be really really really really awesome. 

I could be all like, “Hey, Brian, did you se 
your name in the paper? Wasn't that cool? Yeah, 
it was a shame that the movie was kinda lame 
(even though I actually kind of liked it, especially 
Rainy Bedwetter, she’s such a good actress—! ll 
bet she gets another Oscar), but, like, do you 
want to go see another one? You do! Yeah, that’ 
cool. Yes I WILL GO WITH YOU TO FLOOR 
FORMAL! AHHHHHH! I’VE BEEN, _ LIKE, 
WAITING FOREVER FOR YOU TO ASK!” 

Oh, except, like, maybe I shouldn’t say that 
because then I might sound desperate—iike 
Midget did. You know what? It wasn’t that goo! 
a movie—she was totally just a fat, whiny bitch. 
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Glitz! Glamour! Global News! 


SHE-RA COLONS 
yayor of Television 
bale 


yere in Edmonton, the stars rarely 
me out. But Monday morning, they 
nse from Allard Way like a 4 July 
fecracker shooting out of a stripper’s 
jonzed ass. 

The razzle dazzlers of the TV were 
ut in full force—the starriest of the 
gars, the anchor-iest of anchors—all 
fr the first weekly broadcast of the 
Global daily mews. Covering the 
gent, live on the scene from Global 
News headquarters, this reporter had 
chance to rub shoulders with the 
tians of the tube. And let me tell you, 
the stardust will never wash off. 

The parking lot may have been 
packed (SUVs!), but that didn’t stop 
the ravishing Lynda Steele—that bella 
donna of the breaking report—from 
being first on the scene (keener!). 
aking her entrance from the door 
of her cherry red Toyota Camry 
(divinely bourgeois!), Ms Steele was 
bedecked in a fashionably unzipped 
(badass!) down-quilted MEC parka, 
her breasts as enchanting as usual 
(tubba hubba!). This reporter could 
not help but be enchanted for several 
minutes (tittage!), unphased when 
the lovely bedazzler of broadcast news 
angrily poured her double-double into 
ny lap (burning!). 

As the charming Ms Steele made 
her way into the building (bitch!) 
this red-carpeter decided to follow 
into the fantasyland that is broad- 
cast news. Once inside, who should 
Ispy but Mike “Disney Afternoon” 
Sobel (ugly!). Known around town 
as Chimpy von Goblinface, Chimpy 
insisted that I call him Mr Sobel (still 
ugly!), inviting me to help him with 
some crayon drawings of the weather 


STANLEY “KWAZY DED” KUBRICK 


LET’S GET DANGEROUS Daring duck of mystery, champion of ri-ight, swoops 
out of the shadows, Darkwing owns the ni-ight. Somewhere some villain sc... 


(“those pre-school midgets don’t 
draw sunshine up to Sobel stan- 
dards no matter how many coffee 
mugs and Albert’s family break- 
fasts I throw at ‘em!”) and suggest- 
ing a hot new local nightspot (“go to 
hell!”). Little early for cocktails, isn’t 
it Chimpy (liver problems!) ? 
Heading towards the anchor desk 
with Chimpy (stalking!), this info- 
tainment journalist found himself 
with front-row seats for a fashion 
parade. There might not have been a 
red carpet (lino!) but that didn’t stop 
the Global scenesters from dolling it 
up in their best loaners from Derks 
and Holt’s. Broad-shouldered _blaz- 
ers, conservative cuts—this reporter 


couldn't help but piss his pants in awe 
(messy!)—until this reporter’s pants- 
pissing awe was quickly topped by 
pants-pooping awe (even messier!). 
Five strapping, dapper dans came 
upon me from behind, all dressed 
in impeccably coordinated navy uni- 
forms (oh look! They even have 
matching hats!). 

Hoisting this celebrity gossip col- 
umnist from the well-tailored pants, 
the team.of,matching gents lifted 
me—as though on a man-handling 
cloud—all the way towards the limits 
of Global HQ—this starfucking hack 
never felt more like a pampered star- 
let. Take that, Hollywood; Edmonton, 
and Global's got it. 


Black vs White: the cosmic ballet continues 


FATDICK SAUCE 


iterate 


VHS Head Cleaner is an outlandish 
litle bit of cinema—a classic tale of 
good vs evil equally thought-provok- 
ing and able to warm the very cockles 
of your heart. 

The film is the story of two 
armies—one black and one white— 
and their eternal battle for life and lib- 
erty. In scenes of almost poetic chaos, 
the armies—millions of soldiers 
pitted against one another—are shot 
ftom extreme aerial distance as they 
pummel one another, fighting to keep 
their ways of life alive ... and that’s 
about it. There is no plot, no charac- 
ters to speak of, and yet somehow it is 
all hauntingly beautiful. 

VHS Head Cleaner bombards its 
audience with 30 minutes of this 
seemingly meaningless but somehow 
intriguing struggle—perhaps hinting 
at an exercise in postmodern impres- 
Sionism. Even as the audience grows 
frustrated with this absurd little 
Armageddon waged between anony- 
Mous specks (aren’t we all anonymous 
specks, really?), they are nevertheless 
drawn in by the enchantingly simplis- 
tic beauty of the film. 


It’s all a uniquely profound meta- 
phor for total war. Or perhaps it's 
more reminiscent of a Woodstock '99 
mosh pit. Either way, after 15 minutes 
of this seemingly messy movie, this 
film buff was completely hypnotized. 
Strangely, despite the film’s themes 
of complete chaos and confusion, it 
was oddly soothing, an experience 
heightened by the movie's breathtak- 
ing soundtrack. 

The real genius of this film is found 
in its sound editing. The soundtrack 
is completely  silent—occasionally 
broken by the gentle hum of static—a 
clever metaphor for the general silence 
of a society that chooses not to use its 
voice. All that is left is the quiet, dron- 
ing, whirring hum of the VCR playing 
the tape, which, uh, must certainly 
be a metaphor of some kind. Maybe 
something about imperialism? 

But then, the film leaves so many 
questions unanswered, leaving the 
viewer questioning their very exis- 
tence in ponderous ecstasy. No cause 
is given for the war between black 
and white. Furthermore, whether the 
battle symbolizes racial conflict or 
the ever-conflicting balance of good 
and evil is never directly addressed. 
But even without any exposition, the 
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ANNIE LIEBOWITZ 
MY COMPUTER IS A TOASTER Woot. 


viewer is cast directly into the action 
as it is happening—identifying with 
the humanity of black dot against 
white dot—watching the dots’ futile 
struggle while reflecting on their own 
shuffles with the mortal coil—and 
um, maybe imperialism. 
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0-26 SUB | 492.4086 
www.su.ualberta.ca/csd 
CSD@su.ualberta.ca 


Paralegal Studies 


Want a degree 
that works for you? 


Humber offers the only Paralegal Studies degree 
program in Canada, combining a comprehensive 
understanding of legal principles with specific 
law-related skills for an education that’s valued 
by major paralegal firms, law firms and federal 
and provincial governments. Think of yourself 
as a court agent, provincial offences prosecutor, 
immigration counsel or legal researcher 

(to name a few potential positions) and you're 

in the right seat. 


Call 416-675-6622, ext. 3336 or email 
bernard.aron@humber.ca, for further 
information. Apply for all Business School 
programs at www.ontariocolleges.ca 


. HUMBER 


The Business School 


www.business.humberc.on.ca 


Studying for Exams? Papers? Playing too hard? 


NO TIME TO COOK? 


30 restaurants delivered straight to your door! 


www.dialanddine.ca 6: 0~Lin Nou! 


6x(3/57)+(492*85209)/(0.43x)-:( +25 = hotnesg 


j14! _WHo Wants A BODY MASSAGE? 


WTF?!! Journey battles Spinal Tap in a useless printed wankfest 


Journey = my daddy 


MAIMS 
GORY 


Pizzoint 


Simply no doubt remains: Journey is the greatest band to rock God’s green Earth. 

Overlooking for a moment the ruinous trash that is the work of johnny-come- 
lately Steve Perry, Journey has never led true music fans astray. Never. 

The songwriting on the eponymous Journey and the peerless Look Into The 
Future has yet to be matched: Schon and Rolie are and will ever be the great 
geniuses of modern rock. Im Gonna Leave You packs more experimentation and 
innovation into eight minutes than Mozart could pack—even with some sort of 
specially designed medieval innovation-press—into an entire symphony. 

Styx, REO Speedwagon, ha! Every band to follow in the holy footsteps of these 
great pioneers are mere shadows. Even Journey themselves became shadows when 
that talentless hack, Perry, took over. Clearly only Shaved Fairy could ever be auda- 
cious enough to argue against the infinite genius of history's greatest musicians: 
Shaved Fairy, the man who argued against cheerleading, useful classes and the 
existence of the Holocaust. You do your damndest, Fairy. I dare you. 


My dad is prettier than your dad 


SHAVED 
FAIRY 


Cizzounterizzoint 


Maims, I'd say’it’s time you pulled your foppish head out of your foppish ass and 
came to realize the truth. Forget Journey. Hell, screw those uppity Rolling Stones 
and those over-hyped Beatles. Spinal Tap was the greatest rock band. Ever. 

How many drummers did Journey have? Like, three? The Tap threw down 
with damn near 20 drummers over their career. But the drummers aren't impor- 
tant; it’s the three big guns that kept the Tap alive. Of course, I’m referring to Sir 
Nigel Tufnel, David St Moritz and the man himself, Derek Smalls. Did Journey’s 
guitarist ever pull a guitar solo where he played two guitars (one with his feet, 
you whiny suburban tit!) and a violin? Could they pen a song as brilliant and 
subtle as “Sex Farm”? Fuck no they couldn't, asshat. 

Look, Gory, maybe in the deep dark canals of Lister where you live, Journey 
passes as some kind of excuse for real music, but when you step out into the real 
world, you need a real rock band, and nobody rocks like Spinal Tap. I mean, after 
all, did Journey ever go to eleven? Because that’s one louder. 


Défense 
nationale 


National 
Defence 


Wd 


Options 
make 

all the 
difference 


No matter what your 
university education, 
you can enjoy a career 
with a difference in the 
Canadian Forces. 


¢ Engineers 

¢ Physiotherapists 
¢ Social Workers 

¢ Pilots 


¢ Doctors 

¢ Nurses 

¢ Pharmacists 
¢ Naval Officers 


To learn more, contact 
us today. 


1 800 856-8488 
www.forces.gc.ca 


Les options 
font 

toute la 
difference 


Peu importe la nature de vos 
études universitaires, vous 
pouvez bénéficier d’une 
carriére différente dans 

les Forces canadiennes. 


Ingénieurs 
Physiothérapeutes 
Travailleurs sociaux/ 


travailleuses sociales 
Pilotes 

Médecins 
Infirmiers/infirmiéres 


¢ Pharmaciens/ 
pharmaciennes 
Officiers de marine 


Pour obtenir de plus amples 
renseignements, veuillez 
communiquer avec nous 
dés aujourd’hui. 


Strong. Proud. Today’s Canadian Forces. 
Découvrez vos forces dans les Forces canadiennes. 


Canada 


We hump 
blasphemy, 
video games 
and your 
mom 


MAN LASER & SNOT E PROLETARIAT 


Heretics 


Over the last month or so there has 
been an influx of hype surrounding 
the release of Halo 2. Some of the 
reports have made the product out to 
be more than just a videogame, more 
than just an event, but a transcen- 
dental experience. After playing the 
game it’s clear that the gaming jour- 
nalists are cheats and liars. Halo 2 isn't 
just amazing; it’s clearly the work of 
a higher power. Halo 2 is simply the 
most’ awesome thing ever made. In 
fact, it’s so very awe-inspiring that it 
could not have been made by the hand 
of man. It is clear, therefore, that Halo 
2 was made by God himself. 

In fact, this writer might venture 
to say that it is actually God him- 
self—brought to earth, rendered in 
diskette form. ‘Cause, like, the Master 
Chief of the heavens realizes that his 
divine and omnipotent might will not 
be spread through such archaic forms 
of communication as, say, the Bible or 
Jesus. “Let there be Halo 2,” God spo- 
keth, and it was good. Better than the 
Bible and Jesus combined, in fact, and 
with beautifully rendered graphics. 

So really, there’s no use denying 
His—the Master Chief’s—righteous- 
ness. Fall on bended knee to His lesson 
of divine wrath. Royally ass-kick those 
old school Christ-isms like “turn the 
other cheek” and “the meek shall 
inherit.” The only thing the meek 
are inheriting now is the butt-end of 
a plasma rifle as it bounces off theit 
teeth. Booya, amen! 

And testify my space-weapon toting 
brothers. Yea, there will be heathens 
among ye who will think that Halo? 
dost not speaketh the Word of God 
And further yea, they shalt be smoteth 
like the lowly Covenant grunts that 
they are. 

Mobilize now, brothers, and spread 
the holy Gospel of the Chief. Join with 
the ranks of the converted—the geels 
and the frat boys—to bring the mis 
guided elderly and XBox-less into the 
shining fold. And if their tiny braim 
cannot be moved by the Reason of the 
Lord thy Chief, they will certainly be 
moved to His ways by a blast from His 
divine boomstick. 

And do not falter to temptatiol, 
the siren call of any other than the 
almighty Chief. “Females,” as they att 
called, may claim to shun the Chief’ 
mysterious ways, openly hostile @ 
His ways and the hours we brothels 
must dedicate to His divine teach 
ings. Approach these jezebels as om 
approaches an asp in the brush. Mall 
of your brothers have been turned 
from the Lord Chief’s primrose pat! 
by their most tempting temptingnes 

So in conclusion, Halo 2 is probablj 
worth a rental. 
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PROFESSOR MONKEY by Bony Estrogen & Stove Waffles 


NoT SO FAST, MoRGwuL — 
KRAUSS. PREPARE To FACE 
MY IRoN MONKEY Tecwwiave, 


THIS WEEK WE WiLL BE STUDYING 
PRUMATES WITH THE HELP OF MY 
COLLEAGNE, DR-INTELUGENTIA. 


oe PO 


DO You EXPECT No! | EXPECT 
ME To TALK?! YOU To DIE] 
; : 


LAST WEEK WE CovERED THE 
ARCTIC HARE AND CANADA 
GOOSE. 


1 ALWAYS 
KNEw You WERE 
PUCL OF YOURSECE, 


OMtGoDOnzGopN ATA [ARE You THE yicnm 
T'n 30 goRRY!! CATT YH ns yERBAL ABU DE? 

DON'T GIVE UR WE 
CAN HELP. CALL Us. 


T BASTARD 
Pu serics I, 


FATTY Please come FAcky 


tv 
K 
ANNAL by Beggin’ Bimbo 
E 
DO YOU EVER GET SICK OF BEING A NO WAY, ANAL! IT’S TueT T 
LAME EXCUSE FOR LESBIAM CHEESECAKE ARE ea DICKS | veqn. 1 GUESS WoMEN ARE este vane eraas minty ; cee 
FETISHISM, HOLEAT BETTER... SHE FINDS MY FEC ES 
e . . - Of SAKED OWTO 


HER VIBRATOR 
ee 


h frney cook tuesame.} “PV 


| HA! Wat's A Goon owe! Best Pun 
EVER J By FAR, MANY WHEW... YOU LOVE 
ME... #SWORTRYT 


GREAME, /T'S TIME FoR You To 
COME OvT OF TWAT CLOSETY 


PRODUCTS: FOR 
SEXY RESULTS 
_ EVERY TIME 


Wanna Know Something, 
Tadical and awesome ? 


i's never too late to 
draw Cartoons for te 
Gateway, Lord Asshump! 


well actvally , Ive been 
Working on a Stip for 


Just drop off your 
10x50 am Submission 


or Send then Scanned 
valberta. ca , Cate oF 
Adam Rozenhac+ 


16 _ ACTUALLY REAL CLASSIFIEDS 


tuesday, 7 december 29 () 


CLASSIFIEDS 


THESE ARE REAL, SO LISTEN UP! 
To place aclassified ad, please go 
to www.campusclassifieds.ca. 


FOR RENT 
Stop paying rent. Become a home owner. 
FREE list of homes available with no money 
down, under $goo/month. FREE recorded 
message 1-866-815-9646 ID#9051. Donna 
Strauss, Sutton Challenge. 


Looking for F roommate for downtown 

apartment Jan to Apr $300/mth + 1/2 util. 

Fully furnished, great location. Call 909-7358. 
FOR SALE 


’93 Ford Escort. LX, adr, 200+K, rebuilt engine, 
remote starter, am/fmicass, reliable, no rust, 
good tires. $850 | obo. Tel: (780) 464- 3453. 


SERVICES 
Hair braids. Student pr prices. s. Call 435- 0157. og 


MA English Grad, near campus, will edit term 
papers, theses. $2o/hr. Call Helen 437-2475. 

EDITING SERVICES From a client: “Thank you 
so much for your outstanding work on my 
paper. Your changes blew my mind! | LOVE 
ALL OF THEM! You helped me so much, 
not only writing beautifully but foremost, 
to believe in myself” (403) 244-1943 www. 


EPSON® 


EPSON Stylus® 
Color 440, 640, 
Stylus® 
Photo 1200 \N 
OEM# 


$187093 
$29.75 


Save 


Ptoediting.com. 


ANNOUNCEMENTS 


Want to study MEDICINE in Europe? 
www.nedical-school.ca  canadmin@medical- 
school.ca ca. 


Auditions for Spring Peace ‘Event. Womyn 
in Spirituality-Edmonton (WISE) is holding 
auditions for womyn performers who 
celebrate the feminine divine. All faiths 
welcome. Call Ivy at 964-9933 or www. 
blessingmoons.com. 


EMPLOYMENT - FULL TIME 


Collegeluniversity students holiday help. 
$14.85 base appt. Special 1-5 week semester 
break work program. Flex schedules. Start 
now or after finals! Possible extensions/ 
secured summer position. Conditions apply. 
Customer sales and service. Call now! North: 
497-7701. South: 429-3700. 


EMPLOYMENT - PART TIME 


Child care workers required by non-profit 
school-age child-care program. Southwest 
locations inLendrum,MalmoandSt Stanislaus 
schools. Available shifts 7am to 9/i0am and 
2I/3pm to 6pm. Possibily more hours. Phone 
Dorothy or Shari at 435-4532. 


Professional Brand Representatives Contract 
work, $9—S9.50 hr. Fri/Sat 12pm—6pm. 
Generate fun and exciting interactions 
between consumers and yourself through 
product sampling and demonstations. 


ORIGINAL 


KO-REC-TYPE™ 


Up to 65% 


On Inkjet Cartridges ! 


Increase awareness of specific brands. Must 
have ex English, people skills, be motivated, 
enthusiastic, with reliable transportion , and 
knowlegable in food safety and hygiene. 
Great intro to marketing and advertising 
sector-experience and resumé builder. Please 
apply to: P & C Marketing Services www. 
pcmarketing.ca follow links or call 417-3647 
Bev. 


Hughes Petroleum. Weekend cashiers 
required $8—9gJ/hr. Various positions available 
throughout the city e-mail resumé to 
office@hughespetroleum. com. 


Lifeguard/instructor positions. Daytimel 
evening/weekend shifts available. Must 
be 18 years old and hold current NLS, WSI, 
BC, AEC or standard first aid. Contact 
Serena Bushell. Phone 496-8758 or e-mail 
serena@parkandrecplus.com. 


PIT weekday and weekend care aide needed 
for F quad. Southgate area. $10/hr. Call Marnie 
425-5450. 


PERSONALS ~ 
It’s Party Time! Dial: 44-PARTY Ads *Jokes* 
Stories & MORE! Ladies-R-Free! Try It NOW! 
18+. Pee i 
DUDE!?! Circle jerk. Free Porn. Off campus. 
Legit and discreet. E-mail if you want to join 
to circlejerkedmonton@hotmail.com. 


100k450m3 73X7onc@mpus? 7ry @n3ww@y70 
63770 knowo7h3rw'7h D3N7YN3 73x7 2.conn3c7. 
73x70n yourmob!3:D3N7YN3 15 7035478. 


Right here. 


KO*REC*TYPE® inkjet cartridges meet or exceed 
the original equipment manufacturers’ (OEM) 


So, why pay more? 


CANON® 


Canon® BJC-2000, 
BJC-4000 Series, 
Apple® Color 
StyleWriter 2400, 
2500 


OEM# 
BCI-21BK 
$9.40 


product; come with a 100% Satisfaction 
Guarantee and offer substantial sd 


ORIGINAL 


KO-REC- ae : 


ASTRONO 
GROTGH 


Keeping aneyeonmy pants... 


HOLY FUCK! | totally love you guys 
because when | write this column it 
makes me sort of forget about how 
massively depressed and/or manically 
happy/hyper | am ... only it doesn’t 
because | always seem to end up writ- 
ing about those things here. SHEEEIT! 
So last week | didn’t have a boyfriend 
and | wasn’t happy and now | do so 
| am. Or maybe it’s the other way 
around, Or something. 

So. um yeah, stars or something... 

Yeah me = Happy! FUCK YEAH! 


No, silly. It's not astronomy; it's melo- 
drama. AstronoCrotch is a weekly feature 
published every Tuesday. Our resident 
drama queen, Bati Poorpacks, sets the 
stage for her life, and invites you up over 
to her room every Thursday evening at 
gpmtowatch the OC Just click your heels 
togetherthree timesandscream: “There's 
no place like home! There's no place 
like home! Theres no place like home!” 


‘Right now. 
|THE AFFORDABLE ALTERNATIVE fixe 


SOPRA 


EPSON Stylus® C60. 


OEM# 
7028201 
$37.50 


OEM Price(ea.) KRTPrice(ea.) You Save” 
22.00 10.78 51% 
19,00 9.39 51% 
11.99 6.99 42% 
11.99 6.99 42% 
26.00 13.09 50% 
39.00 19.99 49% 
42.00 20.59 51% 
35.00 16.99 51%. 
39.00 19.99 49% 
39.00 19.99 49% 
25.00 13.09 48% 
30.00 14.99 50% 
39.00 19.99 49% 
39.00 19.99 49% 
39.00 19.99 49% 


OEM # KRT # DESCRIPTION 

BCI-21C CN4000-X Canon® BJC-2000, BJC-4000 Series, Apple® Color StyleWriter 2400, 2500, Colour 

BCI-3eBK CN6000-0 Canon® BJC-3000 Series, BJC-6000, $450, MultiPASS™ C755, Black 

BCI-3eC/M/Y CN6000-C/M/Y Canen® BJC-3000 Series, BJC-6000, $450, MultiPASS™ C755, Cyan / 
Magenta / Yellow 

BCI-24BK CNS300-0 Canon® $200, $300, Black 

BCI-24C CNS300-X Canon® $200, $300, Colour 

$191089 EP440-X EPSON Stylus® Color 440, 640, 660, 670, 740, 740i, 760, 860, 1160, Colour 

T017311 EP777-0 EPSON Stylus® Color 680, 777, 777i, 1000ics, Black 

7018311 EP777-X EPSON Stylus® Color 680, 777, 777i, 1000ics, Colour 

T019311 EP880-0 EPSON Stylus® Color 880, 880i, 8? 

T020311 EP880-X EPSON Stylus® Color 880, 880i, 8? 

T036120 EPC42-0 EPSON Stylus® C42 Plus, C42S, C42SX, C42UX, Black 

1037020 EPC42-X EPSON Stylus® C42 Plus, C42S, C42SX, C42UX, Colour 

1029201 EPC60-X EPSON Stylus® C50, C60, C61,CX3100, Colour 

T0401 20 EPC62-0 EPSON Stylus® C62, CX3200, Black 

T041020 EPC62-X EPSON Stylus® C62, CX3200, Colour 


© Barouh Eaton (Canada) Ltd. 10, 2004. E&OE. 


KO-REC-TYPE® 


The money you save is based on comparing the cost of replacing the OEM (criginal 
cartridge. 


EGBA os ecg dpi ls oh ol tl Seed telah which is not affiliated with the fisted machine manufacturers or their 


used only for the purpose of showing the compatibility of this KO-REC-TYPE® 


product. Sis (ox achat ae ahr ar oe casay of oak reapection cere KO-FIESAV FED Ia & recpmared thadeniali-ct accent Caen 
Allen Corp. which is not affiliated with-Hewlett-Packard Co. or its subsidiaries. 
= Hewlett-Packard® and HP® ere registered trademarks of Hewlett-Packard Company, which has not manufactured, sponsored or approved this 
product. *Subject to full warranty provisions available on request through KO-REC-TYPE® Customer Service or our website. 


) printer 


rtridge with the i ek 


For a comprehensive listing of all the printer models these KO*REC-TYPE® inkjet cartridges are compatible with, please visit the KO-REG-TYPE® website at www .korectype.com. 


ldfA 


MicroStore 


HEY LADIES!!! 81111 
WANT 2 EARN EXTRA CA$H?7 


PRESTIGIOUS POSITIONS AVAILABLE 
IN THE ENTERTAINMENT INDUSTRY 


We require independent contractors willing to go the 
extra mile to ensure 100% customer satisfaction, Fast 
paced, results-oriented team environment where 
individual initiative is rewarded handsomely, Requires 
flexibility; must supply own “uniform” and “tools! 
Physically demanding work requires optimal fitness, 
Employee benefits include “upgrades” to your “skill 
set” and all-you-can-eat salad bar. 


THE SKY’S THE LIMIT!!! 


CHEZ P-CIZZY Gentleman’s Club: 492-6709 


Teach English 
Overseas | 


ESL Teacher Training Courses 
@ Intensive 60-Hour Program 

§ Classroom Management Techniques 
® Detailed Lesson Planning 

m= Comprehensive Teaching Materials 

& Internationally Recognized Certificate 
@ Job Guarantee Included 


™ Thousands of Satisfied Students 
Oxford Seminars 
1-800-269-6719 


www.oxfordseminars.com 


Fun, Friendly, Afferdalle, » 


Now Playing www.cinemacity.cas® 


| CINEMA CITY 12 : Movies 12 
3633-99 Street 5074-130 Avenue | 
5 


$4” Admission 
egy EXPIRES December 21, 2004 


$42. 
PC ee 
LSAT MCAT 
GMAT GRE 


valid anytime monday to thursday 
Preparation Seminars 


one admission per coupon 
no reproductions-no cash value 
valid anytime monday to thursday 


= Complete 30-Hour Seminars 

® Proven Test-Taking Strategies 

® Personalized Professional Instruction 
= Comprehensive Study Materials 

= Simulated Practice Exams 

™ Free Repeat Policy 

™ Personal Tutoring Available 

« Thousands of Satisfied Students 


Oxford Seminars 
1-800-269-6719 


www.oxfordseminars.com 


Teach English 


Worldwide 
Start Your Adventure Today! 


». World Class TESOL 
Certification in 5-days 


Over 25,000 Global TESOL 
Graduates are Teaching 
in 85 Countries 


Study In-Class, Online 
_ or by Correspondence 


Attend a FREE Info Night: 
Monday & Tuesday 
@ 7pm, 10762-82 Ave 


1-888-270-2941 


globaltesol.com 


